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A BViographical and Qritical Sketch

or

THOMAS MOORE, ESQ.

COMPRISING ANECDOTES OF ANCIENT MINSTREISY, ILLVSTRATIVE OF TRE
« IRISH MELODIES. »

BY J. W. LAKE.

—————— O E—————

NorwitnstaNpiNG the number of literary men to
whom Ireland has given birth, there is very little
connected with their names which conveys to us
any thing of a national association ; for the land
of their pativity scarcely enjoys a single ray of
that brilliaut mind, which sheds its intellectual
brightness over the sister country. Congreve was
an apostate, and Swift only by accident a patriot;
whilst Goldsmith was wesk enough to affect an
air of contempt for a people whose accent was
indelibly stamped on his tongue. We could pro-
tract the list of her ungrateful and thoughtless
«men of mind » even to our own day; but the
task would beinvidious, and we gladly turn from
it to one who forms a splendid exception—one
who is not ashamed of Ireland, and of whom Ire-
land is justly proud. —
Land of the Muse! in glory's lay,
In history's leaf thy name shall soar,
When, like a meteor’s noxious ray,
The reign of tyranny is o'er;
Immortal names have honour'd thee—
A Sheridan, a Wellesley;
And still is beaming round thy shore
The spirit bright of Liberty,
For thou canst boast a patriot, Moere !

Mr Moore is every way an Irishman, in heart,
in feelings, and in principles. For his country
he bas done more than any man living: he has
associated her name, her wrongs, aud her attri-
butes, with poetry and masic, neither of which
can ever die, while taste, patriotisin, aud literature
subsist in the world; and whilst these survive,
Ireland will form the theme of Beauty’s song, and
Irish music the charm of every cultivated mind.
But, all extriusic circumstances apart, there is in
the melodies of Mr Moore a sacred fire, which cou-
veys its vividness to the soul of his readers; and
they must be made of sterner stuff than the ordi-
nary race of men, if their bosoms do not glow with
liberal and patriotic enthusiasm, while they pe-
ruse the harmonious creations of a poet who has
clothed the wild aud eccentric airs of his coun-
try in words that burn, aud sentiments that find
an echo in every genervus breast.

Had Mr Moore done uo more than this, he
would be entitled to the gratitude of his coun-
trymen; bnt his geuiuas, like his own Peri, seemns
never pleased, but while hovering over the re-
gion he loves; or if it makes a short excursion,
itis only in the hope of securing some advantage
that may accelerate the removal of those disqna~
lifications,which are supposed to exclude happiness
from the limits of bis country. In « Lalla Rookb »
he has given his fire-worshippers the wroags and
feclings of Irishmen ; while, in the « Memoirs of
Captain Rock,» he has accomplished a most difhi-
cult task—written a history of Ircland that has
been read.

On such grounds we may well claim for Mr
Moore what he deserves—the crown of patriotism ;
but it is not on this head alvue he is entitled to
our praisc. As a poet, since the lamented death
of Byron, he stands al.nost without a competitor;
and as a prose-writer, he is highly respectable.

Mr Maore is the only son of the late Mr Garret
Moore, formerly a respectable tradesman in Dub-
lin, where our poet was born on the 28th of May,
1780. He has twosisters ; and his infantine days
seem to have left the most agreeable impressions
on his memory. In an epistle to his eldest sis-
ter, dated November, 1803, and written from
Norfolk in Virginia, he retraces with delight their
childhood, and describes the endearments of
home, with a sensibility as exquisite as that which
breathes through the lines of Cowper on receiv-
ing his mother's pictare.

He acquired the rudiments of an excellent
education under the care of the late Mr Samuel
Whyte, of Grafton-street, Dublin, a gentleman
extensively known aud respected as the early tu-
tor of Sheridan.  He eviuced such talent in early
life, as determined his father to give him the ad-
vantages of a superior education, and at the early
sge of fourteen, he was entered a student of Tri-
nity College, Dublin.

Mr Moore was greatly distinguished while at
the University, by an enthusiastic attachment to
the liberty and independence of his country,

a
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which he more than ouce publicly asserted with
uncommon euergy and eloquence, and he was
equally admired for the splendour of his classical
attainments, and the sociability of his disposition.
On the 1gth November, 1799, Mr Moore entered
himsclf a member of the honourable Society of
the Middle Temple, and in the course of the
year 1800, befure he had completed the 20th
year of his age, he published his translation of
the « Odes of Anacreon » into Euglish verse with
notes, from whence, in the vocabulary of fashion,
he has ever since been designated by the appella-
tion of Anacreon Moore. ~So early as his twelfth
year he appears to have meditated on executing
this performance, which, if not a close version,
must be confessed to be a fascinating oue, of this
favourite bard. The work is introduced by a
Greek ode from the pen of the Translator, ard
is dedicated, with permission, to hisRoyal High-
ness the Prince of Wales, now George the Fourth.
When Mr Moore first came to London, his youth-
ful appearance -was such, that being at a large
dinver-party, aitd getting up to escort the ladies
to the drawing-room, a French gentleman ob-
served, « Ah! le petit bon homme qui s'en va!s
Mr Moore's subsequent brilliant conversation,
however, soon proved him to’be, thoungh little of
stature, yet, like Gay, «in wit a maun.» Assum-
ing the appropridte name of Little, our author
published, in 1801, a volume of original poems,
chiefly amatory. Of the contents of this volume
it is impossible to speak in terms of unqualified
commendation. Several of the poems exhibit
strong marks of genius: they were the productions
of an age, when the passions very often give a
colouring too warm to the imagination, which
may in some degree palliate, if it caunot excuse,
that air of lubricity which pervades too many of
them. In the same year, his « Philosophy of Plea-
sure » was advertised, but was never published.

Mr Moore's diffidence of his poetical talents
induced him to adopt, and with reluctance to re-
jeet, as a mottn for this work, the quotation from
Horace,

Primuwm ego me illorum, quibus dederim esse poetis,
Escerpam numero; nequc eniin concludere versus
Dixeris esse satis— -

and at a later period, when his reputation was
fally established, he spoke of himself with his
wonted modesty. « Whatever fame he might have
acquired, he attributed principally to the verses
which he had adapted to the delicious strains of
Irish meclody. His verses, in themselves, could
boast of but little merit, bat, like flies preserved
in amber, they were estcemed in consequence of
the precious material by which they were sm-
raunded. »

Mr Sheridan, in speaking of the subject of
this memoir, said, « That there was no man who
put so much of his heart into his fancy as Tom
Moore : that his soul seemed as if it were a parti-
cle of fire separated from the sun, and was al-
ways fluttering to get back to that source of light
and heat. »

Towards the autumn of 1803, Mr Moore em-
barked for Bermuda ;* where he had obtained the
appointment of Registrar to the Admiralty. This
was a patent place, and of a description so un-
suitable to his temper of mind, that he soon
found it expedient to fulfil the duties of it by a
deputy, with whom, in consideration of circum-
stances, he consented to divide the profits accru-
ing from it. From this situation, however, he
never derived any emolument; though, a few
years since, he suffered some pecuniary inconve-
nience, owing to the misconduct of his deputy.
Alluding to his trip across the Atlantic, in a work
published soon after his return to Europe, he says:
« Though curiosity, therefore, was certainly not
the motive of my voyage to Anerica, yet it hap-
pened that the gratification of curiosity was the
only advantage which I derived *from it. Hav-
ing remained about a week at New York,» he
continues, « where I saw Madame, the half repu-
diated wife of Jerome Buonaparte, and felt a
slight shock of an earthquake, the only things
that particularly awakened my attention, I sailed
again for Norfolk, where I proceeded on my tour
northward through Williamsburgh, Richmond,»
etc. In October, 1804, he quitted America on
his return to England, in the Boston frigate, com-
manded by Capt. Douglas, whom he has highly
eulogized for his attention duriug the voyage. In
1806, he published his remarks on the Mauners
and Society of America, in a work eatitled Odes
and Epistles. The preface to this little work
sufficiently evinced the talent of Mr Moore as u
writer of prose. '

The fate of Addison with'his Countess Dowager
holding out no encouragement for the ambitious
love of Mr Moore, he wiscly and happily allowed
his good taste to regulate his choice in a wife,
and some years ago married Miss Dyke, a lady
of great personal beauty, most amiable dispo-
sition, and accomplished manuers, in whose so-
ciety he passes much of his time in retirement
at his cottage ncar Devizes, diversified by occa-
sional visits to London. To complete this picture
of domestic happiness, he is the father of scveral
lovely children, on whose education he bestows the
most judicious and attentive care.

1 The sceae of Shakspearc’s inimitable tragedy of « The
Tempest,» is said to have been luid in the islund of Ber-
muds,
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MrMoore appears equally to have cultivated a
taste for music as well as for poesy, and the late
celebrated Dr Burney was perfectly astonished at
his talent, which be emphatically called « pecu-
liarly his own.» Nor has he neglected those more
solid attainments which should ever distinguish
the well-bred gentleman, for be is an excellent
general scholar, and particularly well read in the
literatare of themiddle ages. His conversational
powers are great, and his modest and unassam-
ing manuers have placed him in the highest rank
of ealtivated society.

The celebrated psem of LaHa Rookh appeared
in 1817; in the summer of which year our poet
visited the French capital, where he collected the
materials for that h production, « The
Fudge Family in Paris.» In the following year,
he went to Ireland, on which occasion a dinner
was given to him, on the 8th of June, 1818, at
Morrison’s Hotelin Dublin, which was graced by a
large assemblage of the most distinguished lite-
rary and political characters. The Farl of Charle-
mont took the head of the table; Mr Moore sat
on his right hand, and-Mr Moore sen. (since dead),
a venerable old gentleman, the father of our
bard, was on his left. As soon as the cloth
was removed, Non nobis, Domine, was sang by the
voealists present; momerous loyal and patriotic
toasts followed. The Earl of Charl then

there is somcthing more sacred than party, and
whose noble natures, in the worst of times, would
come out of the conflict of public opinion, like
pebbles out of the ocean, but more saiooth and
more polished from its asperities by the very agi-
tatiow in which they had been revolving. To
see them beside me on a day like this, is plessure
that lies too deep for words. To the majority of
you, gentiemen, 1 amm unknown; but ss your
countryman, as one who has ventared to touch
the chords of Ireland’s Harp, and whose best fame
is made out of the echoes of their sweetness; as
one whoee homble talents have been ever devoted,
and, with the blessing of God, ever shall be de-
voted to she honour and advancement of his
country’s name; whose love for that country,
even they, who condemn his manner of showing
it, will at least allow to be sincere, and perhaps
forgive its intemperance for its trath—setting
him down as ¢ one who loved, not wisely, but too
well '—to most of you, gentiemen, 1sey, | am
but thus known. We have hitherto been stran-
gers to each other; but may I not flatter myself
that from this night a new era of commaunion be-
gins between us? The giving and receiving of a
tribute like this is the very hot-bed of the heart,
forcing at once all its feeling into a fulness of
fruit, which it would take years of ordinary ri-

proposed the memory of the late lamented Prin-
cess Charlotte, which was drank in solemn sileuce,
after which a sweet and plaintive song was sung,
in commemoration of her late Royal Highoess.
After a short interval, the Earl of Charlemont
again rose, and, with a suitable eulogium, pro~
posed the health of the distinguished Irishman
who had honoured the country with his presence.
When the applause had subsided, Mr Moore rose
much affected, and spoke to the following ef-
fect : —

«] feel this the very prondest moment of my
whole life; to receive such a tribute from an as-
sembly like this around me, composed of some of
the warmest and mauliest hearts that Ireland can
boast, is indeed a triumph that goes to my very
heart, and awakens there all that an Irishman
ought to feel, whom Irishmen like you have se-
lected for such a distinction. —Were my merits a
handred times beyond what the partiality of the
pvoble chairman has invested me with, this mo-
ment, this gblden moment of my life, would far
exceed them all. There are some among you,
geutlemen, whose friendship has been the strength
and ornament, the “dulce decus’ of my existence;
who, however they differ from my public senti-
meents, have never aHowed that transient ruffle
ou the sarface to impede the progress of the deep
tide of friendship beneath; men who feel that

pening to produce; aud there is not a man of you
who has pledged the cup of fellowship this night,
of whom I would not claim the privilege of
grasping by the hand, with all the cordiality of a
long and well-cemented friendship. 1 could not
say more if 1 were to speak for ages. With a
heart full as this glass, 1 thank you for your
kindness to e, and have the sincere gratification
of drinking all your healths..

Lord Allen gave « the memory of Mr Curran;e
on which a very modest, pathetic, and eloquent
speech was delivered by his son, in a tone and
manner that produced the most lively emotion
throughoat the room.

A gentleman afterwards sang a lively and
well-written song, composed for the occasion.
The subject was the poets’ Election in Olympus,
at which there were several candidates, such as
Byron, Scott, Southey, etc.; but which ended in a
due retarn of Moore, who had a great majority of
votes. This jeu desprit produced much merriment,
and the health of the author was drank with
applause.

Lord Charlemont then gave the living Poets
of Groat Britain ;' on which Mr Moore said :

« Gentlemen, notwithstanding the witty song
which you have just heard, and the flattering
clevation which the author has assigned me, 1 can-
not allow such a mark of respect to be paid to
the illustrious uames that adoru the literature of
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the present day, without calling your attention
awhile to the singular constellation of geaius, and
asking you to dwell a litile on the brightness
of each particular star that forms it. Can 1
name to you a Byron, without recalling to your
hearts recollections of all that his mighty genius
hus awakened there; his energy, his burning
words, his intetise p , that disposition of ue
fancy to wander only among the ruins of the
heart, to dwell in places which the fire of feeling
has desolated, and, like the chesnut-tree, that
grows best in volcanic soils, to luxuriate most
where the conflagration of passion has left its
mark? Need 1 mention to you a Scott, that fer-
tile and fascinating writer, the vegetation of
whose mind is as rapid as that of a northern sum-
mer, and as rich as the most golden harvest of
the south, whose beautiful creations succeed each
other like fruits in Armida’s enchanted garden—
¢one scarce is gathered ere another grows!’ Shall
I recal to you a Rogers (to me endeared by friend-
ship as well as genins), who has hung up his own
name on the shrine of memory among the most
imperishable tablets there? A Southey, not the
Laureate, but the author of « Don Roderick,» one
of the noblest and most eloquent poems in any
language? A Campbell, the polished and spirited
Campbell, whose song of «Innisfal» is the very
tears of our own Irish muse, crystalized by the
touch of genius, and made eternal? A Words-
worth, a poet, even in his puerilities, whose ca-

with his amiable wife and family. The fame of
bLis genius, his social yet unpretending manners,
and his musical tal and conv , ac
quired him much esteem with the most eminent
literary and literary-loving characters of the
French capital. During his stay in this city, at
the request of Messrs Galignani, he sat for his
portrait, which was most ably executed by F.
Sieurac, and is allowed by all who have seen Mr
Moore to be a masterly likeness. An excellent
engraviog from it, by that distinguished artist,
Wedgwood, is prefixed to the present editiou of
bis works. The writer of this sketch may per-
haps be excused for introducing herc an im-
promptu he wrote, in the blank leaf of a hook
belonging to a little girl, the daughter of Mr
Moore, at his house in the Champs Elysées,
Paris: —

Sweet child! when cn thy beaateous fuce,

The blush of innocence [ view,

Thy geatle mother's features trace,

Thy father's eye of genius too,

If envy wukes a trunsieut sigh,

That face is my apology.

Previous to Mr Moore leaving Paris, the British
nobility and gentry resident in that capital gave
hima most splendid dinner at Roberts’s. About 6o
persons were present; Lord Trimblestown was in
the chair, supported on his right by Mr Moore,
amd on his left by the Earl of Granard. The

pacious mind, like the great pool of Norway,
draws into its vortex not only the mighty things
of the deep, but its minute weeds and refuse? A
Crabbe, who has shown what the more than gal-
vanic power of talent can effect, by giving not
only motion, but life and soul to subjects that
seemed incapable of it? I could enumerate, gen-
tlemen, still more, and from thence would pass
with delight to dwell upon the living poets of our
own land ;—the dramatic powers of a Maturin
aud a Sheil, the forwer consecrated by the ap-
plause of a Scott and a Byron, and the latter by
the tears of some of the brightest eyes in the em-
pire; the rich imagination of a Phillips, who has
courted successfully more than one muse—the
versatile genius of a Morgan, who was the first
that mated our sweet Irish strains with poetry
worthy of their pathos and their force. But 1
feel 1 have already trespassed too long upon your
patience and your time. 1 do not regret, how-
ever, that you have deigued to listen with pa-
tience to this bumble tribute to the living mas-
ters of the English lyre, which I, ‘the meanest of
the throng,’ thus feebly, but heartily, have paid
them.»

In 1822, onr author made a second visit to Pa-
ris, where he resided for a considerable time

vice idents were Sir Godfrey Webster, Sir
John Byerley, and the Reverend Archibald Dou-
glas, who superintended the preparations for the
banquet, which consisted of every luxury the
gastronomic art could prodace. Mr Moore was
in high health and spirits; songs, catches, and
glees, blended delightfully with the sparkling
Champagne. Several speeches were made by Lord
Trimblestown, Messrs Byerley, Kenney, Grattan,
etc.; and Mr Moore introduced the toast of
« Prosperity ¢to Old England» in the following
eloquent language: —

« As the noble chairman has, in compliment
to the land of my birth, given the cver-welcome
toast of ¢ Prosperity to Ireland,’ I beg leave to

a similar tribute to that other country to
which we all belong, and to whose real greatuess
and solid glory—all Irishman as I am, and with
my political and historical recollections fresh
about me—I am most ready to bear testimony
and homage before the world. Yes, gentlemen,
there may be, and there are (for God forbid that
1 should circumscribe virtae within any particu-
lar latitade), there may be, and there are high
minds, warm hearts, and brave arms every
where. But for that g high-minded
which has honesty for its Inm—the only sure
foundation upon which any thing lofty was ever
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built—which can distimguish between resl, sub-
stantial greatness, and that false, inflated glory
of the moment, whose clevation, like that of the
balloon, is owing to its emptiness, or if not to its
omptiness, at least, to the levity of its freight—
for that good faith, that punctuality in engage-
ments, which is tha soul of all commercial as well
as all moral relations, and which, while it gives
80 business the confidence and good understand-
ing of friendship, introduces into friendship the
regularity and matter-of-fact steadiness of busi-
ness—for that spirit of fairness and liberality
among public men, which extracts the viras of
personslity out of party seal, and exhibits so
often (too often, 1 am sorry to say, of late) the
touching spectacle of the most sturdy political
chieftains pouriug out at the grave of their most
violent antagonists such tributes, not alone of
justice, bat of cordial eulogy, as show how free
from all private rancour was the hostility that
separated them—and lastly (as I trust | may say,
not only without infringing, but in strict accord-
ance with, that wise tact which excludes party
politics from a meeting like the present), for that
troe and well-anderstood love of liberty, which,
throagh all changes of chance and time, has kept
the old vemel of the Coustitution sea-worthy—
which, in spite of storms from without, and mo-
meatary dissensions between the crew within,
still enables her to ride, the admiration of the
world, and will, I trust in God, never suffer her
to founder—for all these qualities, and many,
mauy more that could be enumerated, equally
lofty and equally valuable, the most widely-tra-
velled Englishman may proudly say, as he sets
his foot once more on the chalky cliffs,—* This
is my own, my native land, and 1 have seen no-
thing that can, ia the remotest degree, compare
with it."—Gentlemnen, | could not help,—in that
fulness of heart, which they alone can feel to-
wards England who have beea doomed to live
for some time out of it—paying this feeble tri-
bate to that most noble country, nor can 1 doubt
the cordiality with which you will driok—
¢ Prosperity, a long prosperity to Old England.’»

This speech was hailed with the warmest ac-
clamations, and the atmost hilarity prevailed till
« morning grey began to peep.» Never did more
gaiety, good humour, and cordiality gracs a
poet’s festival, than at this farewell dinner to
« Tom Moore.»

To tha above specimens of our author’s orato-
rical powers, we subjoin here two other speeches,
of more recent date, which he delivered on occa-
sions which called forth all the glow of his heart,
and sympathy of his nature.

On the 6th of last May, the anniversary meet-
ing of the patroms and friends of the « Artists’

Benevolent Fund » was held at the Freemasons'
Tavern, the Right Hom. Frederick Robinson,
Chancellor of the Exchequer, in the chair. In
the course of the evening, Mr Shee, R. A., proposed
as a toast « The health of Thomas Moore, and
Thomas Campbell,» which was drunk with en-
thusiastic applause. Imuediately after this Mr
Moore rose, and returned thanks as follows:—

« 1 assure the meeting that 1 feel very sensibly
and very strongly the high honour which has
been conferred on me, nor do 1 feel it the less
sensibly, from the kind and warm-hearted man-
ner in which the toast has been proposed by my
excellent friend and fellow-countryman. To
have my name coupled with that of Mr Camp-
bell, 1 feel to be no onlinary distinction. Ifa
eritical knowledge of the arts were necessary for
a just admiration of them, I must at once admit,
mach as 1 delight in them, that I cannot boast of
that knowledge. 1 am one of those uninitiated
worshippers who admire sery sincerely, lbw.ﬁ
perhaps 1 could not, like the initiated, give a
perfocdy satisfactory reason for my admiration.
1 enjoy the arts, as a man uvacquainted with
astronomy enjoys the beauty of sun-set, or the
brilliant wonders of a starry night. Amongst
the many objects of commiseration with which
the world unfortunately aboauds, there is not
one that appeals more inteusely to the feelings
than the family which « man of genius leaves be-
hind him, desolate and forsaken ; their only dis-
tiuction the reflected light of a name which rem-
ders their present misery more conspicuous, and
the contemplation of which must add polgmnq
to their sufferings. There is no object under
heaven more sure to be visited with the blessings
of success than that which has in view the alle-
viation of such misery. 1am happy to find that
the Government, of which the Right Honourable
Chairman forms a part, has taken the ine arts
under their protection. 1t is for them a proad
and hooourable distinction, that, while they
show they possess the talents of statesmen, they
also prove they have the liberal feelings which
belong to men of taste.»

This speech was received with repeated cheer-
ing, and the eloquent speaker sat dowa amidst
the loudest applause.

At the 37th Anaiversary of the « Literary Fund
Society,» Sir John Malcolm introduced the health
of our poet in the following manner:—

« It is another remarkable feature of this In-
stitation, that its applause may be valuable to ge-
ius, when its money is not wanted. 1allude to
one now present amongst us, whom I have not
the honour of knowing personally, bat whose
fame is well known all over the world. 1 now

claim the liberty to pay my tribute of admiration
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to the individual in question; for, although I bave
spent a great part of my life in distant climes,
his fame has reached me; and the merit of one
of his works I am myself well able to appreciate
—1I mean Lalla Rookh—in which the author has
combined the truth of the historian with the ge-
nius of the poet, and the vigorous classical taste
of his own country with the fervid imagination of
the East. I propose the health of Mc Thomas
Moore.»

The health was then received with all the ho-
nours ; upon which Mr Moore rose and *said :—

« 1 feel highly flattered by the compliment
now paid me, although there are others who
might more justly have laid claim to it—1 allude
to the translator of Oberon (Mr Sotheby), whose
genius instructed, enlightened, and delighted the
world, long ere a lay of mine appeared before the
public. I cannot, however, but feel myself highly
h 1 by the in which my health has
been received in such an assembly as the present.
The soldier is delighted with the applause of his
companions in arms; the sailor loves to hear the
praises of those who have encountered the perils
of the deep and of naval warfare; so I cannot
belp feeling somewhat like a similar pleasure
from the approbation of those who have laboured
with me in the same field. This is the highest
honour which they can offer, or 1 can receive.
As to the Honourable Baronet who has proposed
my health in so flattering a manner, I feel that
much of what he has said may arise from the in-
fluence of the sparkling glass which has been cir-
culating among us. (A laugh.) I do not by any
means say that we have yet reached the state of
double vision (a laugh), but it is well known that
objects seen through a glass appear magnified and
of a higher elevation. There is an anecdote in

riod often comes when nothing of it remains but
its sensibility; and the light, which long gave life
to the world, sometimes terminates in becoming
a burden to itself. (Great applause.) When we
add to that the image of Poverty—when we con-
sider the situation of that man of genius, who,
in his declining years and exhausted resources,
sees nothing before him but indigence—it is
then only that we can estimate the value of this
Tnstitation, which stretches out its friendly hand
to save him from the dire calamity. (Applause.)
This is a consideration which ought to have its
due effect upon the minds of the easy and opu-
lent, who may themselves be men of genius; but
there may be others who have no property to be-
stow upon them; and the person who now ad-
dresses you speaks the more feelingly, because he
cannot be sure that the fate of genius, which he
has just been depicting, may not one day be his
own.» (Immense applause.)

Ip 1823, Mr Moore published « The Loves of
the Angels,» of which two French translations
soon after appeared in Paris. While Mr Moore
was composing this poem, Lord Byron, who then
resided in Italy, was, by a singular coincidence,
writing a similar poem, with the title of « Heaven
and Earth,» both of them having taken the sub-
ject from the second verse of the 6th chapter of
Genesis: « And it came to pass, that the sons of
God saw the daughters of men that they were
fair ; and they took them wives of all which they
chose.»

The two poets presumed that the Sons of God
were angels, which opi is also entertained
by some of the fathers of the Church.

We have already alluded to our author’s « Me-
moirs of Captain Rock,» the celebrated « Rinaldo
Rinaldini» of Ireland ; or rather the designation

the history of literature not un ted with
¢this topic. When the art of printing was first
introdaced, the types with which the first works
were printed were taken down and converted
into drinking-cups, to celebrate the glory of the
invention.—To be sure, there have been other
literary glasses not quite so poetical ; for it bas
been said, that as the warriorsof the North drank
their mead in the hall of Odin out of the skalls
of those whom they had slain in battle—so book-
selers drank their wine out of the skulls of au-
thors. {Laughter and apy ) But different
times have now arrived; for authors have got
their share of the aufum potabile, and beok-
sellers have got rather the worst of it. There is
one peculiarity attendant upon g , which is
well worth mentioning, with reference to the
great objects of this admirable Institution. Men
of genius, like the precious perfames of the East,
are exceedingly liable to exhaustion; and the pe-

dopted by the «Rob Roys» of that unfortu-
nately divided country. Mr Moore has since in-
creased his reputation, as a prose writer, by his
publication of the Life of the late Right Honour-
able Richard Brinsley Sheridan, which, from the 1
superior sources of information at his command,
is, in a literary point of view at least, a valuable
acquisition to the lovers of biography.

We hereannex a list of Mr Moore’s works, with
their respective dates of publication, as faraswe
have been able to verify them.

The Odes of Anacreon, translated into English
verse, with notes ; dedicated by permission to his
Royal Highness the Prince of Wales (his present
Majesty). 4to. 1800.

A Candid Appeal to Public Confidence, or Con-
siderations on the Dangers of the Present Crisis.
8vo. 1803.

Corruption and intolerance, two poems.

Epistles, Odes, and other Poems. 1806.
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Poems, under the assumed name of the late
Thomas Little, Esq. 8vo. 1808.

A Letter to the Roman Catholics of Dublin.
8vo. 1810.

M. P,, or the Blae Stocking, a comic opera in
three acts, performed at the Lyceam. 1811.

Intercepted Letters, or the Twopenny-Post Bag
(in verse), by Thomas Brown the Younger. 8vo.
1812.—Of this upwards of fourteen editions
have appeared in Fngland.

A Selection of Irish Melodies, continued to
9 numbers.

Mr Moore completed the translation of Sallast,
which had been left unfinished by Mr Arthur
Marphy, and he superintended the printing of
the werk for the purchaser, Mr Carpenter.

The Sceptic, a philosophical satire.

Lalla Rookh, an oriental romance, dedicated to
Samuel Rogers, Esq. 1817.

The Fudge Family in Paris, letters in verse.
1848.

National Airs, continued to four numbers.

Sacred Songs, two numbers.

Ballads, Songs, etc.

Tow Crib’'s Memorial to Congress, in verse.

Trifles Reprinted, in verse.

Loves of the Angels. 1813.

Rbhymes on the Road, extracted from the jour-
nal of a travelling member of the Pococurante
Society.

Miscellaneous Poems, by different members of
the Pococurante Society.

Fables for the Holy Alliance, in verse.

Ballads, Songs, Miscellaneous Poems, etc.

Memoirs of Captain Rock.

The Life of the late Right Honourable Richard
Brinsley Sheridan.

For Lalla Rookh Mr Moore received 3,000
guineas of Messrs Longman and Co. For the
Life of Sheridan he was paid 12,000 guineas by
the same house.—Mr Moore enjoys an annuity
of 5o0l. from Power, the music-selier, for the Irish
Melodies and other lyrical pieces. He has, more-
over, lately, we understand, engaged to write for
the Tiuzs newspaper, at a salary of 500l. per
annum.

Itis well known that the Memoirs of the late
Lord Byron, written by himself, had been
deposited in the keeping of Mr Moore, and de-
signed as a legacy for his benefit. It is also
known that the latter, with the consent and at
the desife of his lordship, had long ago sold the
manuscript to Mr Murray, the bookseller, for the
sum of two thousand guiness. These memoirs
are, however, lost to the world: the leading facts
relative to which were related in the following
letter addressed by Mr Moore to the English

journals:—

« Without entering into the respective claims
of Mr Murray and myself to the property in
these memoirs (a question which, now that they
are destroyed, can be but of little momeat to any
oune), it is sufficient to say that, believing the
manuscript still to be mine, 1 placed it at the
disposal of Lord Byron's sister, Mrs Leigh, with
the sole reservation of a protest against its total
destruction —at least without previous perusal
and consultation among the parties. The ma-
jority of the persons present disagreed with this
opinion, and it was the only point upon which there
did exist any difference between us. The manu-
script was, accordingly, torn and burnt before
our eyes; and Iimmediately paid to Mr Murray,
in the presence of the gentlemen assembled, two
thousand guineas, with interest, etc., being the
amount of what I owed him upon the security
of my bond, and for which 1 now stand indebted
to my publishers, Messrs Longman and Co.

« Since then the family of Lord Byron have,in a
m highly h ble to themselves, pro-
posed an arrangement, by which the sum thus
paid to Mr Murray might be reimbursed to me;
but, from feelings and considerations which it
is unnecessary here to explain, I have respect-
hl"’, but peremptorily, declined their offer.»

Refore we proceed to offer a few unprejudiced
observations on this unpleasant subject, we deem
it proper to lay before our readers the various
opinions, pro et contra, to which this letter of
Mr Moore gave rise. It is but justice, however,
to Mr Moore's high and unblemished repotation
to premise, that neither by those who regretted
the burning of Byron's Memoirs, as a public loss,
nor by those who condemned it as a dereliction
of the most important duty he owed to the me-
mory and fame of his noble-minded friend —by
noue of these, nor by any one we ever heard of,
has Mr Moore’s h , disi d or
delicacy—extreme delicacy—ever been, in the
slightest degree impeached.

The enemies of «The Burning» said, that Mr
Moore's explanatory letter was an ingenious but
not an ingenuous one—for that, at any rate, it
threw no light on the subject. —They cavilled at
the words «and it was the only point on which
there did exist any difference between us,» pro-
fessing to wonder what other «points of any
consequence could possibly have been in discus-
sion, save that of preserving or destroying the
maauscript. They could not see, or were inca-
pable of feeling, what paramount sense of deli-
cacy or duty could operate upon a mind like
Mr Moore's to terbal the delicacy and
duty due to his dead friend's fame, which, ac-
cording to them, he had thus abandoned to a
sea of idle speculation.—Moreover, they were
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unable to comprehend what business Mr Murray
the bookseller, or auy of the gentlemen present,
had with the business, when Mr Moore had re-
deemed the MS., « with interest, etc.,» and with
his own money (that is, the sum he borrowed for
the purpose).  Finally, it was past their under-
standing to conceive, how any person could allow
his own fair, just, and honourably-acquired pro-
perty to be burnt and destroyed before his eyes,
aud against his own protested opinion, even if,
from an honest but too sensitive deference for
others, he had conceded so far as to withhold
its publication to «a more convenient season;s
or simply to preserve it as a precious relic in his
family.

To this, the firm supporters of church and
state —the pure sticklers for public morals—the
friends of decorum and decency—the respecters
of the inviolubility of domestic privacy—the foes
to unlicensed wit and poetic license—the disin-
terested and tender regarders of Lord Byron's
character itself, —oneand all, proudly replied, that
Mr Moore had performed one of the most diffi-
cult and most delicate duties that ever fell to the
lot of man, friend, citizen, or christian to per-
form, in the most manly, friendly, patriotic, and
christian-like manner. As a man, he had nobly
sacrificed his private interest and opinion, out of
respect to Lord Byron’s living connexions; as a
friend, he had evinced a real aud rare friendship
by withholding, at his own personal loss, those
self-and- thoughtlessly-intruded specks and de-
formities of a great character from the popular
gaze, which delights too much to feast on the
infirmities of noble minds. As a citizen, he had
forborue to display sparkling wit at the expense
of sound morality; and, finally, as a christian, he
had acted like a good and faithful servant of the
church, in leaving his friend’s memory, and expo-
sing his own reputation, to martyrdom, from the
most religious and exalted motives.

The private and particular friends of Mr
Moore briefly and trinmphantly referred to his
unspotted character,

Which never yet the breath of calumny had taiated,

and they properly condemuned uncharitable con-
jecture on a subject of which the most that could
be said was

——Causa latet, vis est notissima,

The Examiner newspaper gave the subjoined
statement, which, if it were properly authen-
ticated, would at once set the matter at rest, to
the entire justification of the Bard of Erin.

« We were going to allude again this week to
the question between Mr Moore and the public,
respecting the destruction of Lord Byron’s Me-

moirs. We have received several letters expressing
the extreme mortification of the writers on learn-
ing the fact, and venting their indignation in no |-
very measured terms against the perpetrators,
and we should oot have concealed our own opi-
nion that, however nobly Mr Thomas Moore may
have acted as regards his own interest, his pui-
lished letter makes out no justification either in
regard to his late illustrious fricnd, whose repu-
tation was thns abandoned without that defence,
which probably his own pen could alone furnish,
of many misrepresented p in his
or in regard to the world, which is thus robbed
of a treasure that can never be replaced. But
we have learnt one fuct, which puts a differcot
face upon the whole matter. It is, that Lod
Byron himself did not wish the Memoirs published.
How they came into the hands of Mr Moore and
the bookseller—for what purpose and under
what reservations—we shall probably be at liberty
to explain at a future time; for the present, we
can only say that such is the fact, as the noble
poet’s intimate friends can testify.»

This is indeed an explanation « devoutly to be
wished,» unor can we ive why it should he
still delayed. It is highly probable, however, that
Mr Moore will himself fully and satisfactorily
elucidate the affair, in the life ke is said to be
writing of Lord Byron.

Such were the conflicting opinions of the time
relating to this mysterious and painfully delicate
subject; on which, however, we are bound to
introduce a few summary remarks.

When Lord Byrou's death was once ascertained,
the whole interest of society seemied centered in
his Memoirs. Cauriosity swallowed up grief; and
people, becoming wearied by the comments of
other writers on him who was no more, turned
with unexampled anxiety to know what he had
written upon himself. Whether or not the pub-
lic had a right to these Memoirs, is a question
which it is not, perhaps, quite useless to discuss.
It is, at any rate, our opinion that they had the
right; and that the dep y of the ript
was no more than a trustee for the public, how-
ever his individual interest was concerned or con-
sulted. Lord Byron bequeathed his Memoirs to
the world. The profits of their sale were alone
meant for Mr Moore. Lord Byron’s family had
no pretension whatever to the monopoly. And
though the delieate consideration of Mr Moore
prompted his offer of having the manuscript
perused and purified, if such be the proper word,
by the nearest surviving relative of Lord Byron,
we maintain that he was right, strictly right, in
protesting against its unconditional destruction.

For ourselves, we think that, in respect to the
burning, Mr Moore's conduct is not clearly un-

ts
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derstood or appreciated. Some blame, as we
have shown, appears to have been attached to his |

share in the matter, not only in Great Britain. I
bat on the continent, where the subject excited '

an interest quite as lively as in England. But it}

is our opinion that Mr Moore's conduct in the ;

affair has beeu t00 hastily condemned. One duty, |

we thiuk, remains for his performance—but one,

and that most imperative: it is to give to (hel
world the genuine work of Lord Byron, if it be |
in bis power to do so. The opinion is at all’
events wide spread, if not well founded, that one
copy at least of the original work is in existence.
That opinion is afloat, and pothing will sink it.
If the Life which Mr Moore is supposed to be
preparing come out as his own production, it
will be difficult, if not impossible, to convince
the public that it is not a compilation from the
copy which we allude to, or from a memory pow-
ecfully tenacious of the original. If it be not
avowed as such, its genuineness will be doubted,

and 3 dozen spurions lives will probably appear,
professing to be thar, identical copy, of whose
existence no one will consent to doubt. No rea-
soning, nothing, in fact, short of Mr Moore's
positive assertion to the contrary, will persnade
people that he could, for years, have run the risk
of leaving so interesting a manuscript, or that he
could have entrusted it, without possessing a du-
plicate, in the hands of any one. And, at all
events, it will be thoaght morally certain, that
more than one of those to whom it was entrusted
had cauriosity enough to copy it; and very impro-
bable that any one had honesty enough to con-
fess it.

Besides thesc reasons for the publication of
the real Memoirs, supposing a copy to exist,
there is one of such paramount importance, that
we are sure itmast have struck every body who
has thought at all upon the subject. We mean
the retrospective injury done to the character of
the deceased, by the conjectures which are
abroad, as to the nature of the Memoirs he left
behind. We do not pretend to be in the secret
of their contents, but we are quite sure they can
be in no way so reprehensible, as the public
imagination, and the enemies of Lord Byron,
have figured them to be; and there is one notion
concerning them, of a nature too delicate to
towch upon, and for the removal of which no
sacrifice of individual or family vanity would be
a price tbo high. We have, moreover, good au-
thority for believing that the Memoirs might and
ought to have been published, with perfect safety
to public morals, aud with a very considerable
gratification to public anxiety. Curiosity, which
is 90 contemptible in individuals, assumies a very
different aspect when it is shared by society at

i { large; and a satisfaction which may be, in most l

instances, withheld from the one, ought very rare-
ly to be refused to the other. Nothing has ever had
such power of excitement upou the mass of man-
i kind as private details of illustrious individuals,
i and, most of all, what may be called their confes-
sions: and if those individuals chuse to make *
their opinions as much the property of the
world after their death, as their conduct and
their works had heen before, we repeat, that it is
nothing short of a fraud upon the public to
snatch away the treasure of which they were the
just inheritors. Nor must it be said that the
property in question is of no intrinsic value. !
Every thing which ministers to the public indul- |
gence is of wealth proportioned to its rarity—
and in this point of view Lord Byron's Memoirs
were beyond price. If they contain gross scan-
dal, or indecent disclosure, let sach parts be sup-
pressed; and enough will remain amply to satisfy
all readers. But we say this merely for the sake
of supposition, and for the purpose of refuting
an argument founded in an extreme case; we |
have great pleasurein helicving that the only pre-
tence for such an imputation on the manmcrlpt,
was the selfish or squeamish act of its suppres-
sion.

We trust that Mr Moore will yet consider well
the part he has to perform; that he is not insen-
sible to the narrow scrutiny which the public dis-
plays in this affair, and which posterity will con-
firm; and that hewill, on this occasion, uphold the
character for integrity and frankness which is so
pre-eminently his. We speak with certitude of
his disinterested and upright feelings throaghout;
we only hope his delicacy towards others may
not lead him too far towards the risk of his own
popularity, or the sacrifice of what we dﬂlgnnle
once more the pul)lu property.

If credit may be given to Captain Medwin, Lord !
Ryron was most desiroas for the posthumous print- |
ing of his Memoirs ; and he seems, indeed, to bave .
intrusted them to Mr Moore, as a safeguard against '
that very accident into which the high-wronght
notions of delicacy of the trustee, and his defer-
ence to the relations and friends of the illustrions
deceased, actually betrayed them. Lord Byron
seems to have been aware of the prudery of his
own immediate connexions; and in the way in
which he bestowed the manuscript, to have con-
sulted at ouce his generons disposition towards a
friend, and his desire of security against matila- '
tion or suppression.  On this subject Captain |
Medwin's Journal makes him speak as follows : —
= Lam sorry not to have a copy of my Memoirs to
show you. I gave them to Moore, or rather to |
Moore's little hoy.»' :

i

' There is some trifling ivaccuracy in this. as Moore's !
i
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« I remember saying, ¢ Here are two thousand
pounds for you, my young friend." I made one
reservation in the gift—that they were not to be
.| published till after my death.»

« 1 have not the least objection to their being
circulated; in fact they have been read by some
of mine, and several of Moore’s friends and ac-
quaintances; among others they were lent to
Lady Burghersh. On returning the manuscript,
her ladyship told Moore that she had transcribed
the whole work. This was un peu fort, and he
suggested the propriety of her destroying the
copy. She did so, by putting it into the fire in
his presence. Ever since this happeued, Douglas
Kinnaird has been recommending me to resumne
p of the m ipt, thinking to frighten
me by saying, that a spurious or a real copy,
surreptitiously obtained, may go forth to the
world. Iam quite indifferent about the world
knowing all that they contain. There are very
few licentious adventures of my own, or scandal-
ous anecdotes that will affect others, in the book.
1t is taken up from my eurliest recollections, al-
most from childhood —very incoherent, written
in a very loose and familiar style. The second
part will prove a good lesson to young men; for
it treats of the irregular life I led at one period,
and the fatal q of dissip There
are few parts that may not, and none that will
not, be read by women.» )

In this particular Lord Byron's fate has been
singular; and a superstitious person might be
startled at the coincidence of so many causes,
all tending to hide his character from the public.
That scandal and envy should have been at work
with such a man is not very extraordinary; but
the burniog of his Memoirs, and the subsequent
injunction oun the publication of his Letters to
his Mother, seem as if something more than mere
chance had operated to preserve unconfuted the
calumnies of the day, for the benefit of future
biographers. Of these Letters a friend of ours
was fortunate enough to obtain a glimpse, and
never, he told us, was more innocent, and at
the same time more valuable matter, so withheld
from the world. It were, he observed, but an
act of cold justice to the memory of Lord Byron
to state, publicly, that they appear the reflections
of as generous a mind as ever committed its ex-
pression to paper: for though, indeed, the traces
of his temperament, and of his false position in
society, are there, still the sentiments are lofty
and enthusiastic; and every line betrays the
warmest sympathy with human suffering, and a

i0on

son was not with him in Italy. It is nevertheless true,
as we are assured, that this was the turn which Lord Byron
gave to his present, in order to make it more acceptable
to his fricnd.

scornful indignation against mean and disgrace-
ful vice.

The extempore song, addressed by Lord Byron
to Mr Moore, on the latter’s last visit to Italy,
proves the familiar intercourse and friendship
that subsisted between him and the subject of

this memoir. The following stanzas are very
expressive: —

Were 't the last drop in the well,
As I gasp'd upon the brink,

Ere my fainting spirit fell,
‘T is to thee thut I would drink.

In that water, as this wine,

" The libation T would pour

Should be—Peace to thine and mine,

And a health to thee, Tom Moore!

When Lord Byron had published his celebrated
satire of « English Bards and Scotch-Reviewers,»
in which our poet, in common with most of his
distinguished contemporaries was visited rather
« too roughlys by the noble modern Juvenal, his
lordship expected to be «called out,» as the
fashionable phrase is; but no one had courage to
try his prowess in the field, save Mr Moore, who
did not relish the joke about «Little’s leadless
pistols,» and sent a letter to his lordship in the
nature of a challenge, but which he, by his leav-
ing the country, did not receive. On Byron’s
return, Mr Moore made inquiry if he had received
the epistle, and stated that, on account of certain
changes in his circumstances, he wished to recal
it, and become the friend of Byron, through
Rogers, the author of « The Pleasures of Memo-
ry,» and who was intimate with both the distin-
guished bards. The letter, addressed to the care
of Mr Hanson, had been mislaid; search was
made for it, and Byron, who at first did not like
this offer, of one hand with a pistol, and the other
to shake in fellowship, felt very awkward. On
the letter being recovered, however, he delivered
it unopened to Mr Moore, and they afterwards
continued to the last most particular friends.

It is but justice to the unquestionable courage
and spirited conduct of the Bard of Erin, to ob-
serve here, that, though Byron had stated the
truth about the said «leadless pistols,» he had
not stated the whole truth. The facts were these:
Mr Jeffrey, the celebrated critic, and editor of
the Edinburgh Review, had, in « good set phrase,»
abused the Poems of Thomas Litile, Esq., alias
Thomas Moore, Esq.; and the latter, not chusing
to put up with the flagellation of the then mo-
dern Aristarchus, challenged him. When they
arrived at Chalk Farm, the place fized on for
the duel, the police were ready, and deprived
them of their fire-arms. O drawing their con-
tents, the compound of « villanous saltpetre » was
found, but the cold lead,
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The pioas metal most in requisition
On such occasions,

bad somehow disappeared. The cause was this:

. One of the balls had fallen out in the carriage,

aod the ds, with a Jaudable anxiety to pre-

serve the public peace, to save the shedding of
sunch valuable blood, and to make both equal,
drew the other ball. .

In his youth Mr Moore was in the high road
to coart favour, and had his spirit been less in-
dependent, we might even have had a Sir Thomas
More in our days. It is said that when the juve-
nile Anacreon was introduced to the then Prince
of Wales, His Royal Highness inquired of him
whether he was a son of Dr Moore, the celebrated
author of Zelaco; and that the bard promptly
replied, «No, Sir; 1 am the son of a grocer at
Dublin!»

The following anecdote shows that His Majesty
King George the Fourth did not forget to pay off
the Prince of Wales's « old score» with our poet :
—1u the king's presence, a critic, speaking of the
« Life of Sheridan,» declared that Moore had
murdered his friend. « You are too severe,» said
his Majesty, «1 caonot admit that Mr Moore has
murdered Sheridan, but he has certainly attempted
his life.»

It was not till after the Prince of Wales's in-
vestment with regal power, that Mr Moore level-
led the keen shafts of his « grey goose quills
against that illustrious personage. He hal pre-
vigusly dedi i the translation of Anacreon to
His Royal Highness, by whom, it is said, his poe-
try was much admired. We question, though,
if bis verse was as palatable to the Prince Hegent
as it had been to the Prince of #ales. Mr Moore,
perhaps, thought as one of his predecessors had
done on this subject, of whom the following anec-
dote is recorded. Pope, dining one day with
Frederic, Prince of Wales, paid the prince many
compliments. «| wonder,» said His ltoyal Righ-
ness, «that you, who are so severe on kings,
should be so complaisant to me.» «1It is,» rephied
the witty bard, « because 1 like the lion before
his claws are grown.»

The name of Anacreon Moore, by which our
author is distinguished, is not so much his due
from the mere circumstance of his having traus-
lated the odes of the Teian bard, as from the
social qualities which he is known to possess, and
the convivial spirit of his muse. Mr Moore seems
to be of opinion, that

If with water you fill up your glasses,
You ‘Il never write anv thing wise

For wine is the horse of Parnsssus,
Which burrics a bard to the skies.

He is not, however, ungrateful for whatever share
conviviality may have had in inspiring his muse,

but has amply acknowledged it in the elegant
and glowing terms in which he has celebrated
its praises. No individual presides with more
grace at the convivial board, nor is there one
whose absence is more liable to be regretted by
his friends.

Being on one occasion prevented from attend-
ing a banquet where he was an expected guest,
and where, in consequence, every thing seemed
(to use a familiar phrase) out of sorts, a gentle-
man, in the fervour of his disappointment, ex-
claimed, « Give us but one Anacreon more, ye
gods, whatever else you deny us.»

Presiding once ata tavern dinner, where some
of the company were complaining that there was
no game at the table, a gentleman present, al-
luding to the fascinating manners of Mr Moore,
who «kept the table in a roar,» said, «Why,
gentlemen, what better game would you wish
than moor game, of which 1 am sure you have
abundance?.

At another time, after the pleasures of the eve-
ning had becn extended to a pretty late hour,
Mr D. proposed, as a concluding bumper, the
health of Mr Moore; a toast which, having been
twice drank in the course of the evening, was
objected to as unnecessary. Mr D., however,
persisted in giving the toa:t; and quoted in sup-
port of it the following passage front Mr Moore's

translation of the eighth ode of Anacreon. «Let !
us drink it now,» said he,
For death mav come with brow unpleasiot,
May comne when least we wish him present,
And beckon to the sable shore,
And grimly bid us—drink no More ’
We here ter te the Biuh T hical P‘fl of

our sketch; and, after a few introductory and
general remarks, shall proceed to take a critical
review of our author's principal works, inclading
some interesting sketches and anecdotes of ancien
minstrelsy, illustrative of the « Irish Melodies.»
Moore is not, like Wordsworth or Coleridge,
the poet's poet; mor is it necessary, in order to
enjoy his writings, that ae should create a taste
for them other thau what we received from nature
and education. Yet his style is contemned as
tiusel and artificial, whereas the great praise be-
stowed on those preferred to it is, that they are
the only true natural.—Now if it requires study
and progressive taste (o arrive at a sense of the
natural, and but common feeling to enjoy the
beauties of the artificial, then certainly these
bave ch l pl since we met them
in the dictionary.
Formerly, people were content with estimating
hooks —persons are the present objects univer-
sally. Ttis not the pleasure or utility a volume
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affords, which is taken into consideration, but
the genius which it indicates. Each person is
anxious to form his scale of excellence, and to
range great names, liviug or dead, at certain in-
tervals and in different grades, self being the
hidden centre whither all the comparisons verge.
In former tithes works of authors were composed
with ideal or ancient models,—the humble crowd
of readers were content to peruse and admire.
At present it is otherwise,—every one is con-
scious of having either written, or at least having
been able to write a book, and consequently all
literary decisions affect them peérsonally:—

Scribendi nihil a me alienum puto,

is the language of the age, and the most iusigni-
ficant calculate on the wonders they might have
effected, had chance thrown a pen in their way.
—The literary character has, in fact, extended
itself over the whole face of society, with all the
evils that D'Israeli has enumerated, aud ten times
more—it has spread its fibres through all ranks,
sexes, and ages. ‘There no longer exists what
writers used to call a public—that disinterested
tribunal has long since merged in the body it
used to try. Put your finger on any head in a
crowd —it belongs to an author, or the friend of
one, and your great authors are supposed to pos-

scale, and measured by the same standard. This
fury of comparison knows no bounds; its abet-
tors, at the same time that they reserve to them-
selves the full advantage of dormant merit, make
no such allowance to established authors. They
judge them rigidly by their pages, assume that
their love of fame and emolument would not ak
low them to let any talent be idle, and will not
hear any arguments advanced for their unex-
pected capabilities.

The simnplest and easiest effort of the mind
is egotism,—it is but baring one’s own breast,
disclosing its carious mechanism, and giving ex-
aggerated expressions to every-day feeling. Yet
no productions have met with such success;—
what authors can compete, as to popularity, with
Montaigne, Byron, Rousseau? Yet we cannot
but helieve that there have been thousands of
men in the world who could have walked the
same path, and perhaps met with the same suc-
cess, if they had had the same confidence. Pas-
sionate and reflecting minds are not so rare as
we suppose, but the boldness that sets at nought
society is. Nor could want of courage be the
only obhstacle: there are, and have been, we
trast, many who would not exchange the privacy
of their mental sanctuary, for the indulgence of

sess a quantity of icabl celebrily: an
intimacy with one of them is a sort of principality,
and a stray anecdote picked up rather a valuable
sort of possession. These people are always cry-
ing out against personality, and personality is
the whole business of their lives. They can con-
sider nothing as it is by itself; the cry is, « who
wrote it 2» — « what manner of man is he?» —
« where did he borrow it?» They make pup-
pets of literary men by their impatient curiosity;
and when one of themselves is dragged from his
malign obscarity in banter or whimsical revenge,
he calls upon all the gods to bear witness to the
malignity he is made to suffer.

It is this spirit which has perverted criticism,
and reduced it to a play of words. To favour
this vain eagerness of comparison, all powers and
faculties are resolved at once into genius—that
vague quality, the supposition of which is at
every one’s command ; and characters, sublime in
one respect, as they are contemptible in another,
are viewed uunder this one aspect. ‘The man, the
poet, the philosopher, are blended, and the attri-
butes of each applied to all without distinction.
One person inquires the name of a poet, because
lie is a reasoner; another, because he is mad ;
another, b he is ited. Joh 's as-
sertion is taken for granted —that genias is but
great natural power directed towards a particu-
lar object: thus all are reduced to the same

pleen, or the feverish dream of popular celebrity.
And if we can give credit for this power to the
many who have lived unknown and shunned
publicity, how much more must we not be in-
clined to allow to hiin of acknowledged genius,
and who has manifested it in works of equal
beauty, and of greater merit, inasmuch as they
are removed from self? It has been said by a
great living autherand poet,’ that « the choice of
a subject removed from self is the test of ge-
nius.»

These considerations ought, at least, to pre-
vent us from altogether merging a writer's ge-
nius in his works, and from using the name of
the poem and that of the poet indifferently.
For our part, we think that if Thomas Moore
had the misfortune to be metaphysical, he might
have written such a poem as the Excursion,—
that had he condescended to borrow, and at the
same time disguise the feelings of the great Lake
Poets, he might perhaps have written the best
parts of Childe Ilarold —and had he the disposition
or the whim to be egotistical, he might lay bare a
mind of his own as proudly and as passionately
organized as the great lord did, whom some one
describes « to have gutted himself body and soul,
for all the world to walk in and see the show.»

So much for the preliminary cavils which are
thrown in the teeth of Moore's admirers. They

+ Coleridge.




A SKETCH OF THOMAS MOORE.

Xiii

who commenced their! career with a farious at-
tack on him, Pope, and Campbell, bat have since
thoaght it becoming to grow out of their early
likings. And at present they profess to prefer
the great works which they have never read, and
which they will never be able to read, to those
classic poems, of which they bave been the most
destructive enemies, by bethumbing and quoting
their beauties into triteness and common-place.
The merits of Pope and of Moore have suffer-
ed depreciation from the same cause—the faci-
lity of being imitated to a certain degree. And
as valgar admiration seldom penetrates beyond
this degree, the conclusion is that nothing can be
easier than to write like, and even equal to, ei-
ther of these poets. In the universal self-com-
perison, which is above mentioned, as the foun-
dation of modern criticisin, feeling is assumed to

active power.
more fallacious—it is the « flattering unction »
which has inundated the world with versifiers,
and which seemns to ander-rate the merit of com-
! positions, in which there is more ingenuity and
elegance than passion. Genius is considered to
be little more than a capability of excitement—
the greater the passion the greater the merit;
and the school-boy key on which Mr Moore's
love and heroism are usually set, is not considered
by any reader beyond his reach. This is cer-
tainly Moore's great defect; but it is more that
| of his taste than of any superior faculty.

|  We shall now proceed to notice the most la-
| boured aud most splendid of Mr Moore's produc-
! tions— « Lalla Rookh »: —

Then if, while senes so grand,

S0 beautiful, shine before thee,
Pride, for thine own dear land,

Should haply be stealing o'er thee;
Oh ! let grief come fint,

O'er pride itaclf victorions,
To thiok how man hath curst,

What Heaven hath made so glorious.

Several of our modern poets had already cho-
the luxuriantclimate of the East for their ima-
| ginations to revel in, and body forth their shapes
of light; but it is no less observable that they
had generally failed, and the cause we believe to
be this—that the partial conception and confined
koowledge which they naturally possessed of a
country, so opposed iu the character of its inha-
bitants and the aspect of its scenery to their own,
occasioned them, after the manuer of all imper-
fect apprehenders, to seize upon its prominent
features and obvious characteristics, without en-
| tering more deeply into its spirit, or catching its
| retired and less palpable beauties. The sudden

have been picked up by the small fry of critics, | transpl

be genins—the passive is considered to iwply the ;
No opiunion is more comnmon or ;

P ion of an European mind into Asiatic °
scenes can seldom be favourable to its well-being
and progress ; at least none but those of the first
order would be enabled to keep their imagina-
tions from degenerating into inconsistency and
bombast, amid the swarms of novelties which
start up at every step. Thus it is that, in nearly
all the oriental poems added to our literature, |
we had the same monotonous assemblage of in-
sipid images, drawn from the peculiar phenomena
and natural appearances of the country.

We have always considered Asia as natorally
the home of poecry, and the creator of poets.
What makes Greece so poetical a country is, that
at every step we stumble over recollections of
departed grandear, and behold the scenes where
the human mind has glorified itself for ever,
and played a part the records of which can
never die. But in Asia, to the same charm, of
viewing the places of former power— of compar-
ing the present with the past—there is added a
laxuriance of climate, and an umrivalled beanty
! of external matare, which, ever according with
. the poet’s soul,

Temper, and do befit him to obey
High inspiration.

It was reserved for Mr Moore to redeem the
character of oriental poetry, in a work which
| stands distinct, alone, and proudly pre-eminent
above all that had preceded it on the same sab-
ect.
! Never, indeed, has the land of the sun shone
out so brightly on the children of the north—nor l
the sweets of Asia been poured forth —nor her |
gorgeousness displayed so profusely to the de- i
lighted senses of Europe, as in the fine oriental |
romance of Lalla Rookh. The beauteous forms,
the dauzling splendours, the breathing odours of
the East, found, at last, a kindred poet in that
Green lsle of the West, whose genius has long
been suspected to be derived from a warmer
clime, and here wantons and luxuriates in these
voluptuous regions, as if it felt that it had at
length recoguized its nativeelement. 1t is amazing,
' indeed, how wuch at home Mr Moore seewns to be
in India, Persia, and Arabia; and how purely |
and strictly Asiatic all the colouring and imagery
of his poem appears. He is thoroughly imbued
with thecharacter of the scenes to which he trans-
ports us ; and yet the extent of his knowledge is
less wouderful than the dexterity and apparent
facility with which he has turned it to account,
in the elucidation and embellishment of his poetry.
There is not a simile, a description, a nawe, a
trait of history, or allusivn of romance, which
belougs to European experience, or dues not in-

_———— g
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dicate entire familiarity with the life, nature, and
learning of the East.

Nor are the barbaric ornaments thinly scat-
tered to make up a show. They are showered
lavishly over the whole work ; and form, perhaps,
too much the staple of the poetry, and the riches
of that which is chiefly distinguished for its rich-
ness. We would confine this remark, however,
to the descriptions of external objects, and ‘the
allusions to literature and history—to what may
be termed the matéricl of the poetry we are speak-
ing of. The characters and sentiments are of a
different order. They cannot, indeed, be said to
Le copies of an European nature; but still less
like that of any other region. They are, in truth,
poetical imaginations ;—but it is to the poetry of
rational, honourable, considerate, and humane
Europe that they belong—and not to the child-
ishness, cruelty, and profligacy of Asia.

ere is something very extraordinary, we
think, in this work—and something which indi-
cates in the author, not only a great exuberance
of talent, but a very singular constitution of ge-
nius. While it is more splendid in imagery—and
for the most part in very good taste—more rich
in sparkling thoughts and original conceptions,
and more full indeed of exquisite pictures, both
of all sorts of beauties, and all sorts of virtues,
and all sorts of sufferings and crimes, than any
other poen weknow of ; we rather think we speak
the sense of all classes of readers, when we add,
that the effect of the whole is to mingle a certain
feeling of disappointinent with that of admira-
tion,—to excite admiration rather thanany warm-
er sentiment of delight—to dazzle more than to
enchant—and, in the end, more frequently tostar-
tle the fancy, and fatigue the attention, with the
constant succession of glittering images and high-
strained emotions, than to maintain a rising in-
terest, or win a growing sympathy, by a less pro-
fuse or more systematic display of attractions.

The style is, on the whole, rather diffuse, and
too unvaried in its character. But its greatest
fault is the uniformity of its brilliancy—the want
of plai , simplicity, and rej We have
heard it observed by some very zealous admirers
of Mr Moore's g , that you t open thig
book without finding a cluster of beauties in every
page. Now, this is only another way of expressing
what we think its greatest defect. No work,
consisting of mauny pages, should have detached
| and distinguishable beauties in every one of them.
No great work, indeed, should have many beau-
ties: if it were perfect it would have but one, and
that but faintly perceptible, except on a view of
the whole. Look, for example, at what is the
most finished and exquisite production of human
. art—the design and elevation of a Grecian temple,

i
'

in its old severe simplicity. What penury of or-
nament — what neglect of beauties of detail —
what masses of plain sarface—what rigid econo-
mical limitation to the useful and the necessary!
The cottage of a peasant is scarcely more simple
in its structure, and has not fewer parts that are
superflaous. Yet what grandenr—what elegance
—what grace and completeness in the. effect!
The whole is beaatifal —because the beauty is in
the whole ; but there is little merit in any of the
parts except that of fitness and careful finishing.
Contrast this with a Dutch, or a Chinese plea-
sure-house, where every part is meant to be
beautiful, and the result is deformity—where
there is not an inch of the surface that is not
bLrilliant with colour, and rough with curves and
angles,—and where the effect of the whole is dis-
pleasing to the eye and the taste. We are as far
as possible from ing to i te that Mr
Moove's poetry is of this description ; on the con-
trary, we think his ornaments are, for the most
part, truly and exquisitely beautiful; and the
general design of his picces extremely elegaut and
ingenious : all that we mean to say is, that there
is too much ornament—too many insulated and
independent beauties—and that the notice and
the very admiration they excite, hurt the interest
of the general design, and withdraw our attention
too importunately from it.

Mr Moore, it appears to us, is too lavish of his
gews and sweets, and it may truly be said of
him, in his poetical capacity, that he would be
richer with half his wealth. His works are not
only of rich materials and graceful design, bat
they are every where glistening with small beau-
ties and transitory inspirati dden flash
of fancy that blaze out and perish; like earth-
born meteors that crackle in the lower sky, and
unseasonably divert our eyes from the great and
lofty bodies which pursue their harmonious
courses in a serener region.

We have spoken of these as faults of style—
but they could scarcely have existed without
going deeper; and though they first strike us as
qualities of the composition only, we find, upon
a little reflection, that the same general character
belongs to the fable, the characters, and the sen-
timents—that they all are alike in the excess of
their means of attraction—and fail to interest,
chiefly by being too interesting.

We have felt it our duty to point out the faults
of our author’s poetry, particularly in respect to
Lalla Rookh, but it would be quite unjust to cha-
racterize that splendid poem by its faults, which
are infinitely less conspicuous than its manifold
beauties. There is not only a richness and bril-
liancy of diction and imagery spread over the
whole work, that indicate the greatest activity and
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€legance of fancy in the avthor; but it is every
where pervaded, still more strikingly, by a
strain of tender and noble feeling, poured out
with such warmth and abundance, as to steal in-
sensibly on the heart of the reader, and gradaally
to overflow it with a tide of sympathetic emotion.
There are passages indeed, and these neither few
nor brief, over which the very genius of poetry
seems to have breathed his richest enchantment
—where the melody of the verse and the beauty
of the images conspire so harmoniously with the
force and tenderness of the emotion, that the
whole i» blended into one deep and bright
stream of sweetness and feeling, along which the
spirit of the reader is borne passively through
long reaches of delight. Mr Moore’s poetry,
indeed, where his happiest vein is opened, realizes
more exactly than that of any other writer,
the splendid accoant which is given by Comus'®
of the song of

His mother Circe. and the sirens three,

Amid the flowery-kirtled Naisdes,

Whe, as they sang, would take the prisoa'd soul,

And lap it in Elysium.
And though it is certainly to be regretted that he
should occasionally have broken the measure with
more frivolous strains, or filled up its intervals
with a sort of brilliant falsetto, it should never
be forgotten, that his excellencies are as peculiar
to himself as his faults, and, on the whole, we
may assert, more characteristic of his genius.

The legend of Lalla Rookh is very sweetly aud

gaily told; and is adorned with many tender as
well as lively passages— without reckoning among
the latter the occasional criticisms of the omni-
scient Fadladeen, the magnificent and most in-
fallible grand chamberlain of the haram — whose
sayings and remarks, by the by, do not agree very
well with the character which is assigned him—
being for the most part very smart, snappish, and
acute, and by no meaus solemn, stapid, and pom-
pous, as one would have expected. Mr Moore's
genius, perhaps, is too inveterately lively, to
make it possible for him even to counterfeit dul-
ness. We must now tuke a slight glance at the

ry.

The first piece, entitled the Veiled Prophet of
Khorasean, is the longest, and, we think, certainly
not the best of the series. The story, which is not
in all its parts extremely intelfigible, is founded
ou a vision, in d'Herbelot, of a daring impostor

* Milton, who was much patronired by the illustrious
Homse of Egerton, wrote the Mask of Comus upon John
Egerton, then Earl of Bridgewater, when that nobleman,
in 1634, was appointed Lord President of the principality
of Wales. It was performed by three of his Lordship's
children, before the Earl, at Ladlow Castle.—See the ork s
of the present Earl of Bridgewater.

of the early ages of Islamism, who pretended to
have received a later and more authoritative
mission than that of the Prophet, and to he des-
tined to overturn all tyrannies and saperstitions
on the earth, and to rescue all souls that believed
in bhim. To shade the celestial radiance of his
brow, he always wore a veil of silver gauze, and
was at last attacked by the Caliph, and extermi-
nated with all his adherents. On this story Mr
Moore has engrafted a romantic and not very
probable tale: yet, even with all its faults, it pos-
sesses 2 charm almost irresistible, in the volume
of sweet sounds and beautifal images, which are
heaped together with luxurious profusion in the
geueral texture of the style, and invest even the
faults of the story with the graceful amplitude of
their rich and figured veil.

« Paradise and the Peris has none of the faalts
just alluded to. Itis fall of spirit, elegance, and
beauty; and, thoughslight initsstructure, breathes
throughout a most pure and engaging morality.

« The Fire-worshipperss appears to us to be
indisputably the finest and most powerful poem
of them all. With all the richness and beauty of
diction that belong to the best parts of Mokanna,
it has a far more interesting story; and is not
liable to the objections that arise against the con-
trivance and structure of the leading poem. The
general tone of the Fire-worshippers is certainly
too much strained, but, in spite of that, itis a
work of great genius and beauty; and not only
delights the fancy by its general brilliaricy and
spirit, but moves all the tender and noble feelin,
with a deep and powerful agitation. .

The last piece, entitled « The Light of the
Haram,» is the gayest of the whole; and is of a
very slender fabric as to fable or invention. In
truth, it has scarcely any story st all; but is
made up almost entirely of beautiful songs and
fascinating descriptions.

On the whole, it may be said of « Lalla Rookh,«
that its great fault consists in its profuse finery ;
but it should be observed, that this finery is not
the vulgar ostentation which so often disguises
poverty or meanness—but, as we have before
hinted, the extravagance of excessiva wealth. Its
great charmn is in the inexhaustible copiousness of
its imagery — the swéetness and ease of its diction
—and the beauty of the objects and sentiments
with which it is conceived.

Whatever popularity Mr Moore may have ac-*
quired as the author of Lalla Rookh, etc., it is as
the authorof the « Irish Mclodiess that he will go
down to posterity unrivalled and alone in that
delightful species of composition. f.ord Byron has
very justly and prophetically observed, that
= Moore is one of the few writers who will survive
the age in which he so deservedly flourishes. He
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will live in his ¢ Irish Melodies’; they will go down
to posterity with the music; both will last as long
as Ireland, or as music and poetry.»

If, indeed, the anticipation of lasting celebrity
be the chief pleasure for the attainment of which
poets bestow their labour, certainly no one can
have engaged so much of it as Thomas Moore.
1t is evident that writers who fail to command
immediate attention, and who look only to pos-
terity for a just estimate of their merits, must
feel more or less uncertainty as to the ultimate
result, even though they should appreciate their
own prodactions as highly as Milton his Paradise
Lost ; while they who succeed in obtaining a large
share of present applause, cannot but experience
frequent inisgivings as to its probable duration :
prevailing tastes have so entirely changed, and
works, the wonder and delight of one generation,
have been so completely forgotten in the next,
that extent of reputation ought rather to alarm
than assure an author in respect to his future
fame.

But Mr Moore, independently of poetical
powersof the highest order—mdependently of the
place he at present maintains in the public esti-
mation—has secured to himself a strong hold of
celebrity, as durable as the English tongue.

Almost every European nation has a kind of
primitive music, peculiar to itself; consisting of
short and simple tunes or melodies, which at the
same time that they please cultivated and scien-
tific ears, are the object of passionate and al
exclusive attaioment by the great body of the
people, constituting, in fact, pretty nearly the
sum of their musical knowledge and enjoyment.
Being the first sounds with which the infant
is soothed in his narsery, with which he is lulled
to repose at night, -and excited to animation in
the day, they thake an impression on the imagina-
tion that can never afterwards be effaced, and
are consequently handed dawn from parent to
child, from generation to generation, with as much
umfornmy as the family features and di
It is evident, therefore, that he who ﬁnt success-
fully invests them with language, becomes thereby
himself a component part of these airy existences,
and commits his bark to a favouring wind, before
which it shall pass on to the end of the stream of
time.

Without such a connexion as this with the na-
tional music of Scotland, it seems to us, that Allan
Ramsay’s literary existence must have terminated
its earthly career long since; but, in the divine
melody of « The Yellow-haird Laddie,» he has se-
cured na passport to future ages, which mightier
poets might envy, and which will be heard and
acknowledged as long as the world has ears to
hear.

"all the recollections of their former glory. Thus,

This is not a mere fancy of the uninitiated,
or the barbarous exaggeration ofa musical savage
who has lost hissenses at hearing Orpheus’s hurdy-
gurdy, because he never heard any thing better.
One of the greatest composers that ever charmed
the world—the immortal Haydn—on being re-
quested to add symph and paniments
to the Scotch airs, was so convinced of their du-
rability, that he replied—« Mi vanto di questo
lavoro, e per cio mi lusingo di vivere in Scozia
molti anni dopo la mia morte.»

It is not without reason, therefore, that Mr
Moore indulges in this kind of second-sight, and
exclaims (on hearing one of his own melodies
re-echoed from a bugle in the mountains of Kil-
larney),

Oh, forgive if, while listening to music, whose breath
Seem'd to circle his name with a charm sgainst death,
He should feel a proud spirit within him proclaim,

Even so shalt thou live in the echoes of fane;

Even so, though thy mem’ry should now die away,

'T will be caught up again in some happier day,

And the bearts and the voices of Erin prolong,
Through the answering future, thy name and thy song!

In trath, the subtile essences of these tunes present
no object upon which time or violence can act.
Pyramids may moulder away, and bronzes be
decomposed ; but the breeze of heaven which
fanned them in their splendour shall sigh around
themin decay, and by its mournful sound awaken

when generations shall have sunk into the grave,
and printed volumes been consigned to oblivion,
traditionary straios shall prolong our poet’s exist-
ence, and his future fame shall not be less certain
than his present celebrity.

Like the gale that sighs along
Beds of oriental flowers,
Is the grateful breath of song,
That once was heard in happier hours;
Fill'd with balm the gale sighs on,
Though the flowers have sank in death;
So when the Burd of Love is gone,
His mem’ry lives in Music's breath !

Almost every Furopean nation, as we before
observed, has its own peculiar set of popular
melodies, differing as much from each other in
character as the nations themselves; but there
are none more marked or more extensively
known than those of the Scotch and Irish. Some
of these may be ftraced to a very remote era:
while of others the origin is scarcely bnown ; and
this is the case, especinlly. with the airs of Ire-
land. With the exception of those which were
produced by Carolan, who died in 1738, there
are few of which we can discover the dates or ! i
cowmposers.
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i That many of these airs possess great beauty
. and pathos, noone can doabt who is acquainted

with the selections that have been made by Mr
| Moore; but as a genus or a style, they also ex-
hibit the most unequivocal proofs of a rude and
barbarous origin; and there is scarcely a more
striking instance of the proneness of mankind to
exalt the sapposed wisdom of their ancestors, and
to lend a ready ear to the marvellous, than the
exaggerated praise which the authors of this mu-
sic have obtained.

It is nataral to suppose that in music, as in all
other arts, the progress of savage man was gra-
daal ; that there is no more reason for supposing
he should have discovered at once the seven notes
of the scale, than that ke should have been able
at once to find appropriate language for all the
nice distinctions of morals or metaphysics. We
shall now pass to some interesting accounts of the
Bards of the «clden time,» which come within the
scope of our subject when speaking of the present
Bard of Erin, and his « Irish Melodies.»

Dr Burney observes, thst « the first Greek mu-
sicians were gods ; the second, heroes ; the third,
bards; the fourth, beggars!s During the infancy
' of music in every country, the wonder and af-
| fections of the people were gained by surprise;
| but when musicians became numerous, and the
' art was regarded of easier acquirement, they
I lost their favour, and, from being seated at the
I

tables of kings, and helped to the first cut, they
were reduced to the most abject state,and ranked
amongst rogues and vagabonds. That this was
the cause of the supposed retrogradation of Irish
music, we shall now proceed to show, by some
| carious extracts from contemporary writers.
The Bards, the earliest professors of whom we
. have not any account, having united to their
| capacity of musicians the function of priests,
could not fail to obtain for themselves, in an age
I of ign and credality, all the infl and
l respect which that useful and deserviug class of
' men have never failed to retain, even among na-
tions who esteem themselves the inost enlight-
+ emed. Bat the remotest period in which their
character of musician was disengaged from that
of priest is also the period assigned to the high-
est trivsmph of their secular musical skill and re-
spectability. < It is certain,» says Mr Bunting
(in his Historical and Critical Dissertation on the
Harp), « that the further we explore, whils yet any
light remains, the more highly is Irish border min-
strelsy extolled. »

« The oldest Irish tanes (says the same writer)
are said to be the most perfect,» and history ac-
cords with this opinion. Vin. Galilei, Bacon,
Stanishurst, Spenser, and Camden, in the 16th

century, spesk warmly of Irish version, bat not

so highly as Polydore Virgil and Major, in the
15th, Clynn, in the middle of the 14th, or For-
dun, in the 13th. As we recede yet further, we
find Giraldus Cambrensis, G. Brompton, and Johu
of Salisbary, in the 1ath century, bestowing still
more lofty encomiums; and these, again, falling
short of the science among us in the 11th and
10th centuries. In conformity with this, Faller,
in his account of the Crusude conducted by God-
frey of Bologne, says, « Yea, we might well think
that all the concert of Christendom in this war
would have made no music, if the Insh Harp had
been wanting.»

In those early times the Irish bards were in-
vested with wealth, hoaours, and influence.
They wore a robe of the same colour as that
used by kings; were exempted from taxes and
plunder, and were billeted on the country from
Allhallow-tide to May, while every chief banl
had thirty of inferior note under bhis orders, and
every second-rate bard fifteen.

Jobn of Salisbury, in the 11th century, says,
that the great aristocrats of his day imitated
Nero in their extravagant love of fiddling and
singing; that « they prostituted their favour by
bestowing it on miostrels and buffoons; and
that, by a certain foolish and shameful munifi-
cence, they expended immense sams of money on
their frivolous exhibitions.» « The courts of |
princes,» says another contemporary writer, « are
filled with crowds of minstrels, who extort from
them gold, silver, horses, and vestments, by their
flattering songs. I have known some princes
who have bestowed on these minstrels of the De-
vil, at the very first word, the most carious gar-
ments, beautifully embroidered with flowers and
pictures, which had cost them twenty or thirty
marks of silver, and which they had not worn
above seven days!e

From the foregoing account, by Salishury
Johu, the twelfth century must, verily, have been
the true golden age for the sons of the lyre ; who
were then, it seems, clothed in purple and fine
linen, and fared sumptuously every day. It i<
true, they were Hatterers and parasites, and did
« dirty work = for it in those days; but, at any
rate, princes were then more generous to their
poet-laureates, and the sackbut aud the soug
were better paid for than in asimple butt ot
sack.
According to Stowe, the minstrel had still a
ready admission into the presence of kings in the
4th century.  Speaking of the celebration of the
feast of Pentecost at Westmiuster, he says, « In
the great hall, when sitting royally at the table,
with his peers about him, there entered 2 woman
adorned like a minstrel, sitting on a great horse,
trapped as minstrels theu used, who rode about

c
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the table showing pastime; and at length came
up to the king's table, and laid before him a let-
ter, and, forthwith tarning her horse, saluted
every one and departed: when the letter was
! read, it was found to contain animadversions on
- the king. The door-keeper, being threatened
for admitting her, replied, that it was not the
castom of the king's palace to deny admission to
minstrels, especially on such high solemnities
and feast-days.»

In Froissart, too, we may plainly see what ne-
cessary appendages to greatness the minstrels
were esteemed, and upon what familiar terms
they lived with their masters. When the four
Irish kings, who had submitted themselves to
Richard H. of England, were sat at table, «on
the first dish being served they made their min-
strels and priucipal servants sit beside them, and
eat from their plates, and drink from their
cups.» The knight appointed by Richard to at-
tend them having objected to this custom, on
another day «ordered the tables to be laid out
and covered, so that the kings sat at an upper
table, the minstrels at a middle one, and the ser-
vants lower still. The royal guests looked at
cach other, and refused to eat, saying, that he
deprived them of their good old custom in which
they had been brought up.»

However, in the reign of Edward I1., a public
edict was issued, putting a check upon this li-
cense, and limiting the namber of minstrels to
four per diem admissible to the tables of the
great. It seems, too, that about this period the
miunstrels had sank into a kind of upper servants
. of the aristocracy : they wore their lord’s livery,
and sometimes shaved the crown of their heads
like monks.

When war and hunting formed almost the ex-
clusive occapation of the great; when their sur-
i plus revenues could only be employed in sup-
| porting idle retainers, and no better means could
| be devised for passing the long winter evenings
" than drunkenness and gambling, it may readily
, be conceived how wel these iti t musi-
! cians must have been in baronial halls, and how
! it must have flattered the pride of our noble an-

cestors to listen to the eulogy of their own
| achievements, and the length of their own pedi-

l Sir William Temple says, « the great men of
| the Irish septs, among the many officers of their
: family, which continued always in the same races,
had not only a physician, a huntsman, a smith,
and such like, but a poet and a tale-teller. The
first recorded and sung the actions of their ances-
tors, and entertained the company at feasts; the
latter amused them with tales when they were
melancholy and could not sleep; and a very gal-

lant gentleman of the north of Ireland has told
me, of his own experience, that in his wolf-hunt-
ings there, when. he used to be abroad in the
mountains three or four days together, and lay
very ill a-nights, so as he could not well sleep,
they would bring him one of these tale-tellers,
that when he lay down would begin a story of a
king, a giant, a dwarf, or a damsel, and such
rambling stuff, and continue it all night long in
such an even tone, that you heard it going on
whenever you awaked, and believed nothing
any physicians give could have so good and so
innocent an effect to make men sleep, in any
pains or distempers of body or mind.»

In the reigu of Elizabeth, however, civilization
had so far advanced, that the music which had
led away the great lords of antiquity no longer
availed to delude the human understanding, or
to prevent it from animadverting on the perni-
cious effects produced by those who cultivated
the tuneful art. Spenser, in his view of the state
of Ireland, says, « There is amongst the Irish a
certain kind of people called Bardes, which are
to them instead of poets, whose profession is to
set forth the praises or dispraises of men in their
poems or rithmes ; the which are had in so high
regard and estimation among them, that nooe
dare displease them, for fear to run iuto reproach
through their offence, aud to be made infamous
in the mouths of all men. For their verses are
taken up with a general applause, and usually
sung at all feasts and meetings by certain other
persons whose proper function that is, who also
receive for the same great rewards and reputa-
tion amongst them. These Irish Bardes are, for
the most part, so far from instructing young men
in moral discipline, that themselves do more de-
serve to be sharply disciplined ; for they seldom
use to choose unto themselves the doings of good
raen for the arguments of their poems; but whom-
soever they find to be most licentious of life, most
bold and lawless in his doings, most dangerous
and desperate in all parts of disobedience and
rebellious disposition : him they set up and glo-
rifie in their rithmes; him they praise to the peo- ;
ple, and to young men make an example to fol-
low.» The moralizing poet then continues to
show the « effect of evil things beiug decked with
the attire of goodly words,» on the affections of
a young mind, which, as he observes, « cannot
rest;» for, « if he be not busied in some goodness,
he will find himself such business as shall soon
busy all about him. In which, if he shall find
any to praise him, and to give him enconrage-
ment, as those Bardes do for little reward, or a
share of a stolen cow, then waxeth he most inso-
lent, and half mad with the love of himself and
his own lewd deeds. And as for words to set
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attempted to fashion them according to the mo-
del of the moadera music; and these acts are con-
idered in the y as capital improvements. «

We have gone into the sbove details, not
ouly because they are in themselves interest-
ing and iustrative of the « Irish Melodies,» but
because we fully coincide with the bard of
« Childe Harold,» that the lasting celebrity of
Moore will be found in his lyrical compositions,
with which his nume and fame will be insepar-
ably and immortally connected.

Mr Moore possesses a singular facility of seiz-
ing and expressing the prevailing association
which a given air is calculated to inspire in
the miuds of the greatest number of hearers, and

forth such lewduess, it is wot hard for them to
give a goodly sud painted show therenuto, bor-
rowed even from the praises which are proper to
virtue itself; as of a most notoriows thief and
wicked outlaw, which bad lived all his life-time
of spoils and robberies, ome of their bardes in
his praise will say, that he was none of the idle
milksops that was brougbt up to the fire-side;
bat that most of his days he spent in arms and
valiant enterprises—that he did never eat his
meat before he had won it with his sword ; that
he lay not all night in slugging in a cabin under
his mantle, but used commeonly to keep others .
waking to defend their lives; and did light his
candle at the flames of their houses to.lead him
in the darkness; that the day was his night, and | bas a very felicitous talent in making this disco-
the night his day; that he loved not to be long  very, even through the envelopes of prejudice or
wooing of wenches to yield to him, but, where he | vulgarity. The alchemy by which he is thus
came, he took by force the spoil of other me“’,l accustomed to turn dross iuto gold is really
love, and left but lamentation to their lovers; surprisiog. The air which now seems framed
that his music was oot the barp, mor the lays of for the sole purpose of giving the highest effect
fove, bat the cries of '!o';lg and the clul;inu of to the refined and elq;ant ideas contained in the
armour; and, finally, that he died, not bewailed , stauzas « Sing, sing—music was given,» has for
of many, bat made many wail when he died, that  years been kuown only as attached to the words
dearly bought his death.» of, « Oh! whack! Judy O’Flanagan, etc.,» and the

1t little occurred to Spenser that, in thus re- | words usually sung to the tune of Cumilum are of
probating these poor bards, he was giving an ad-' the same low and ludicrous description. He
mirable analysis of the machinery and effects of | possesses, also, iu a high degree, that remarkable

almost all that poets have ever done!

In 1563 severe enactments were issued against !
these geatlemen, to which was annexed the fol-
lowing— « Jtem, for that those rhymers do, by their
ditties and rhymes, made to dyvers lordes and
geotlemen in Ireland, in the dacion and
highe praise of extorsion, rebellion, rape, raven, and
outhere injustice, encourage those lordes and gentle-
men rather to follow those vices than to leve them,
and for making of such rhymes, rewards are given
by the said lordes and gentlemen ; that for abo-
lishinge of s00 heynouse an abase,» etc., etc.

The fendal system, which encouraged the po-
etical state of manners, and afforded the min-
strels worthy subjects for their strains, received a
severe blow from the policy pursued by Elizabeth.
This was followed up by Cromwell, and consam-
mated by King William, of Orange memory.

More recently a Scotch writer olserves, « In
Ireland the harpers, the original composers, and
the chief depositories of that ic, have, till
lately, been uniformly cherished and sapported
by the nobility and gentry. They endeavoured
to outdo one another in playing the airs that
were most esteeined, with correctness, and with
their proper expression. The taste for that style
of performance seems now, however, to be de-
clining. The native harpers are not much en-
courasged. A number of their airs have come!
into the hands of foreign mausicians, who luvei

gift of a poetical imagination, which consists in
elevating and digunifying the meanest subjects ou
which it chuses to expatiate:

As thev, who to their couch at night

Would welcome sleep, first quench the light,
So must the hopes that keep this breast
Awake, be quench'd, ere it can rest.

Cold, cold my heart must grow,

Unchanged by cither joy or woe,

Like freering founts, where all that’s throwa
Within their current turns to stone.

The ingenuity with which the above simile is
applied, is not more remarkable than the success
with which the homely image of putting out the
bed-candle before we sleep, is divested of every
particle of vulgarity.

In the same way, and with equal facility, the
sudden revival of forgotten feelings, at meeting
with friends from whom we have been long sepa-
rated, is compared to the discovering, by the
application of heat, letters written invisibly with
sympathetic ink :

What «wften'd remembrances come o'er the heart
In gazing on those we "ve been lost to so long!
The sorrows, the jovs, of which ooce they were part,
Still round theu, like visions of yesterday, throog.
As letters some hand hath invisibly traced,
When hield to the flame will steal out to the sight,
So manv a feeling that long scem’d cffuced,
The warmth of a meeting like this brings to light.
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«Rich and Rare,» taken music, words and all,
is worth an epic poem to the Irish nation,—sim-
ple, ! blime, it is the very essence
of poetry and muslc,—there is not one simile or
conceit, nor one idle crotchet to be met with
throughout.

The musical as well as the poeuenl taste of the
author is evident in every line, nor is one allowed
to shine at the expense of the other. Moore has
composed some beautiful airs, but seems shy of
exercising this faculty, dreading, perhaps, that
success in that pursuit would detract from his
poetical fame. The union of these talents is
rare, and some have affirmed that they even
exclude one another. When Gretry visited
Voltaire at Ferney, the philosopher paid him a
compliment at the expense of his profession:
« Vous étes musicien,» said Voltaire, « et vous
avez de Pesprit: cela est trop rare pour que je
ne prenne pas 4 vous le plus vif intérét.» Nature
‘| certainly may be supposed not over-inclined to
be prodigal in hestowing on the same object the
several gifts that are peculiarly hers; but, as far
as the assertion rests on experience, it is power-
fully contradicted by the names of Moore and
Rousseau.

‘The late Mr Charles Wolfe, having both a lite-
rary and a musical turn, occasionally employed
himself in adapting words to national melodies,
and in writing characteristic introductions to po-
pular songs. Being fond of «The Last Rose of
Summer» (Irish MeL. No V), he composed the fol-
lowing tale for its illustration:

« This is the grave of Dermid : —Hewas the best
minstrel among us all,—a youth of romantic ge-
nius, and of the most tremulous, and yet the nost
impetuous feeling. He knew all our old nation-
al airs, of every character and description: ac-
cording as his song was in a lofty or a mournful
strain, the village represented a camp or funeral ;
but if Dermid were in his merry mood, the lads
and lasses hurried into a dance, with a glddy and
irresistible gaiety. One day our chieftain com-
mitted a cruel and wanton outrage agaiust one
of our peaceful villagers. Dermid's harp was in
his hand when he heard it: —with all the thought-
lessness and independ ibility of a poet’s
indigoation, he struck the chords that never
spoke without response, and the detestation be-
came universal. He was driven from amongst
us byour enraged chief; and all his relations, and
the maid he loved, attended the minstrel into the
wide world. For three years there were no tid-
ings of Dermid; and the soug and the dance were
silent; when one of our little boys came running
iu, and told us that he saw our minstrel ap-
proaching at a distance. Instantly the whole
village was in commotion; the yonths and maid-

Y

ens assembled on the green, and agreed to cele-
brate the arrival of their poet with a dance; they
fixed apon the air he was to play for them; it
was the merriest of his collection; the ring was
formed; all looked eagerly to the quarter from
which he was to arrive, determined to greet their
favourite bard with a cheer. But they were
checked the instant he appeared ; he came slowly,
and languidly, and loiteringly along; his coun-
tenance had a cold, dim, and careless aspect,
very different from that expressive cheerfulness
which marked his features, even in his more me-
lancholy moments; his harp was swinging hea-
vily upon his arm ; it seemed a burthen to him;
it was much shattered, and some of the strings
were broken. He looked at us for a few moments,
then, relapsing into vacancy, advanced without
quickening his pace, to his accustomed stone,
and sate-down in silence. After a pause, we ven-
tured to ask him for his friends; —he first looked
up sharp in our faces, next down upon his harp;
then struck a few notes of a wild and desponding
welody, which we had never heard before ; bat
bis hand dropped, and he did not finish it.—
Again we paused:—then knowing well that, if
we could give the smallest mirthful impulse to
his feelings, his whole soul would soon follow,
we asked him for the merry air we had chosen.
We were surprised at the readiness with which
he seemed to comply; but it was the same wild
and heart-breaking strain he had commenced.
In fact, we found that the soul of the miunstrel
had become an entire void, except one solitary
ray that vibrated sluggishly through its very
darkest part; it was like the sea in a dark calm,
which you only know to be in motion by the
panting which you hear. He had totally for-
gotten every trace of his former strains, not only
those that were more gay and airy, but even
those of a more pensive cast; and he had gotten
in their stead that one dreary simple melody;
it was about a Lounely Rose, that had outlived all
its companions; this he continued singing and
playing from day to day, until he spread an un- |
usual gloom over the whole village: he seemed :
to perceive it, for he retired to the church-yard, .
and continued repairing thither to sing it to the !
day of his death. The afflicted constantly re-
sorted there to hear it, and he died singing it
to a maid who had lost her lover. The orphans
have learnt it, and still chaunt it over Dermid'’s
grave.»

« The Fudge Family in Paris- is a most humo-
rous work, written partly in the style of « The
Twopenny-Post Bag.» These poetical epistles re-
mind many persons of the Bath Guide, but a com-
parison can hardly be supported; the plan of Mr
Moore’s work being less extensive, and the sab-
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ject more ephemeral. We pity the man, however,
who has not felt pleased with this book ; even
those who disapprove the author’s politics, and
his treating Royalty with so little reverence, must
be bigoted and loyal to an excess if they deny
his wit and humour.

Mr Moore, in his preface to the « Loves of the
Angels,» states, that be bad somewhat hastened
his pablication, to avoid the disadvantage of
having his work appear after his friend Lord By-
ro.1's « Heaven sad Earth;» or, as he ingeniously
expresses it, « by an earlier appearance in the
literary horizou, to give myself the chance of what
astronowmers call a heliacal rising, before the lu-
minary, in whose light | was to be lost, shoakl
appear.» This was an amiable, but by no means
a reasonable modesty. The light that plays round
Mr Moore's verses, tender, exquisite, and brilliaut,
was in no danger of being extinguished even in
the sullen glare of Lord Byron's genius. One might
as well expect an aurora horealis to be put out
by an eruption of Mouut Vesuvius. Though both
bright stars in the firmament of modern poetry,

Mercury ; and though their rising might be at the
same time, they never moved in the same orb, uor
met or jostled in the wide trackless way of fancy
and invention.

Though these two celebrated writers in some
measare divided the poetical public between them,
yet it was not the same public whose favour they
severally enjoyed in the highest degree. Though

most serious, seems half in jest. The latter dallie
and trifles with his subject, caresses and grows
enamoured of it; the former grasped it esgerly to
his bosom, breathed death upon it, and turned
fromit with loathing or dismay. The fine aroma
that is exhaled from the Howers of poesy, every
where lends its perfume to the verse of the bard
of Eriu. The noble bard (less fortunate in his
muse) tried to extract poison from them. 1If
Lord Byron cast his own views or feelings upon
outward objects (janndicing the sun), Mr Moore
seems to exist in the delights, the virgin fanciesof
nature. He is free of the Rosicrucian society; and
in etherial existence among troops of sylphs and
spirits,—in a perpetaal vision of wings, flowers,
inl , smiles, blushes, tears, and kisses. Every
page of his works is a vignette, every line that
he writes gluws or sparkles, and it would seem

!(to quote again the expressive words of Sheri-

dan) « as if his airy spirit, drawn from the‘wn,
continually Huttered with fond aspirations, to re-
gain that native source of light and beat.s The

. . : worst is, our autlior's mind is too vivid, too active,
they were as distant and unlike as Saturn and * . '

to suffer a moment’s repose. We are cloyed with
sweetness, and dazzled with splend Every
image must blush celestial rosy red, love’s proper
hue; —every syllable must hreathe a sigh. A
seutiment is lost iu a simile—the simile is over-
loaded with an epithet. 1Itis « like morn risen
on mid-noon.» No eventful story, no powerful
contrast, no moral, none of the sordid details of

both read and admired in the same extended circle
of taste and fashion, each was the favourite of a
totally different set of readers. Thus a lover may
pay the same atteation to two different women ;
but he only means to flirt with the one, while the
other is the mistress of his heart. The gay, the
fair, the witty, the happy, idolize Mr Moore's de-
lightful mase, on Ler pedestal of airy smiles or
transient tears. Lord Byron's severer verse is
enshrined in the breasts of those whose gaiety
has been tarned to gall, whose fair exterior has a
canker within—whose mirth has received a re-
buke as if it were folly, from whom happiness has
fled like a dream! By comparing the odds upon
the k h of h life, it is no wonder
that the admirers of his lordship's works should
be more numerous than those of his more agree-
able rival. We are not going to speak of auy pre-
ference we may have, but we beg leave to make a
distinction. The poetry of Moore is essentially that
of fancy, the poetry of Byron that of passion. If
there is passion in the effusions of the one, the fan-
cy by which it is expressed predominates over it;
if fancy is called to the aid of the other, it is still
sabservient to the passion. Lord Byron's jests
are downright earnest; Mr Moore, when be is

| life (all is etherial); none of its sharp ca-
lamities, or, if they inevitably occar, his muse
throws a soft, glittering, veil over them,

Like moonlight on a troubled sea,
Brightening the storm it cannot calm,

We do not believe that Mr Moore ever writes 8
line that in itself would not pass for poetry, that
is not at least a vivid or harmonious common-
place. Lord Byron wrote whole pages of sullen,
crabbed prose, that, like a long dreary road,
however, leads to doleful shades or palaces of
the blest. In short Mr Moore's Parnassus is a
blooming Eden, and Lord Byron's a rugged wil-
derness of shame and sorrow. On the tree of
knowledge of the first you can see nothing but
perpetual flowers and verdure; in the last you
see the naked stem and rough bark; but it heaves
at intervals with inarticulate throes, and you
hear the shrieks of a human voice within.

Critically speaking, MrMoore's poetry ischarge-
able with two peculiarities : first, the pleasure or
interest he conveys tous is almost always derived
from the first impressions or physical properties
of objects, not from their connexior with passion
or circumstances. His lights dazele the eye, his
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perfumes soothe the smell, his sounds ravish the
ear; bat then they doso for and from themselves,
and at all times aud places equally —for the heart
has little to do with it. Hence we. observe a
kind of fastidious extravagance in Mr Moore's
serious poetry. Each thing must be fine, soft, ex-
quisite in itself, for it is never set off by reflec-
tion or contrast. It glitters to thesense through
the atmosphere of indifference. Ouar indolent
luxurious bard does not whet the appetite by set-
ting us to hunt after the game of human passion,
and is therefore obliged to hamper us with dain-
ties, seasoned with rich fancy and the sauce pi-
quante of poetic diction. Poetry, in his hands,
becomes a kind of cosmetic art—it is the poetry of
the toilet. His muse must be as fine as the Lady of
Loretto. Now, this principle of composition leads
not only to a defect of dramatic iuterest, but also
of imagination. Forevery thing in this world, the
m tincidentor object, mayreceive alight and
an importance from its association with other ob-
jects, and with the heart of man; and the variety
thuscreated is endless asitis striking and profound.
But if we begin and end in those objects that are
beautiful or dazzling in themselves and at the first
blush, we shall soon be confined to a human re-
ward of self-pleasing topics, and be both superficial
and wearisome. It is the fault of Mr Wordsworth's
poetry that he has perversely relied too much (or
wholly) on this reaction of the imagination onsub-
jects that are petty and repulsive in themselves,
aud of Mr Moore’s, that he appeals too exclusively
to the flattering support of sense and fancy. Se-
condly, we have remarked that Mr Moore hardly
ever describes entire objects, but abstract quali-
ties of objects. It is not a picture that he gives
us, but an inventing of beauty. He takes a blush,
or a smile, and runs on whole stanzas in ecsta-
tic praise of it, and then diverges to the sound
of a voice, and « discourses eloquent musics on
the subject; but it might as well be ‘the light of
heaven that he is describing, or the voice of
echo—We have no human figure before us, no
palpable reality answering to any substantive
form or nature. Heunce we think it may be ex-
plained why it is that our author has so little

picturesque effect—with such vividness of con-
ception, such insatiable ambition after ornament,
aud such an inexhaustible and delightfal play of
fancy. Mr Moore is a colourist in poetry, a mu-
sician also, and has a heart full of tenderness and
susceptibility for all that is delightful and amia-
ble in itself, and that does not require the ordeal
of suffering, of crime, or of deep thought, to stamp
it with a bold character. In this we conceive
consists the charm of his poetry, which all the !
world feels, but which it is difficult to explain
scientifically, and in couformity to transcendant
rules. 1t has the charm of the softest and mest
brilliant execution ; there is no wrinkle, no defor-
mity on its smooth and shining surface. It has
the charm which arises from the continunal de-
sire to please, and from the spontaneouns sense
of pleasure in the author’s mind. Without be-
ing gross in the smallest degree, it is voluptuous '
in the highest. It is a sort of sylph-like spirita-

alised sensuality. So far from being licentiousin

his Lalla Rookh, Mr Moore has become moral

and sentimental {(indeed he was always the last),

and tantalizes his young and fair readers with
the glittering shaduws and mystic adombra-

tions of evanescent delights. He, in fine, in his |
courtship of the Muses, resembles those lovers .
who always say the softest thingson all occasions; i
who smile with irresistible good humour at their
own success; who banish pein and trath from [
their thoughts, and who impart the delight they !
feel in themselves uncounsciously to others! Mr !
Moore's poetry is the thornless rosc—its touch is
velvet, its hue vermilion, and its graceful form is ;
cast in heauty’s mould. Lord Byron's, on the |
contrary, is a prickly bramble, or sometimes a '
deadly upas, of form uncouth and uninviting, .
that has its root in the clefts of the rock, and its ;
head mocking the skies, that wars with the thun- l
der-cloud and tempest, and round which the loud
cataracts roar. . i

We here conclude our Shetch of

Anacreon Moore,
To whom the Lyre and Laurels have been given, I
With all the trophies of triumpl I8 |

He won them well, and may he wear them long !
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LALLA ROOKH.

In the eleventh year of the reign of Aurungzebe, Abdalla,
king of the Lesser Bucharia, a lineal descendant from
the Great Zingis, having abdicated the throue in favour
of his son, set out on a pilgrimage to the Shrine of the
Prophet ; and, passing into lndia through the delightful
valley of Cashmere, rested for a short time at Delhi on
his way. He was entertained by Aurungzebe io a style
of magnificent bospitality, worthy alike of the visitor
and the bost, and was afterwards escorted with the same
splendour to Surat, where he embarked for Arabia.
Duriag the stay of the royal pilgrim at Delhi, a marriage
was agreed upon between the prince, his son, and the
youugest daughter of the emperor, Lalla Rookh;'—a
princess described by the pocts of her time, as more
beautiful than Leilr, Shirine, Dewildé, or any of those
beroines whose nsmes and loves embellish the songs of
Persia and Hind: {t was intended that the nuptial

THOMAS MOORE.

through the streets groups of beautifal children went
strewing the most delicious towers around, as in that
Persian festival called the Scattering of the Roses ;! till
every part of the city was as fragrant as if a caravan of
musk from Khoten had passed through it. The Princess,
baving taken leave of ber kind father, who at parting
hung a cornelian of Yemen round her neck, on which
was inscribed a verse from the Koran,—and having sent
a considerable present to the Fakirs, who kept up the
Perpetual Lamp in ber sister's tomb, meekly ascended
the palankeen prepared for her; and, while Aurungsebe
stood to take = last look from his balcoay, the proces-
sion moved slowly on the road to Lahore.

Seldom had the Eastern world scen a cavalcade so
superb. From the gardens in the saburbs to the impe-
rial palace, it was one unbroken line of splendour. The
gallant appearance of the Rajas aud Mogul lords, die-

inguished by those insignia of the emperor's favour,
the feathers of the egret of Cash in their turb
a0d the small silver-rimmed kettle-drums at the bows of

hould be celebrated at Cash ; where the young
king, as soon as the cares of empire would permit, was
to meet, for the first time, Lis lovely bride, and, after a
few months’ repose in that enchanting valley, cond
her over the snowy hills into Bucharia.
The day of Lalla Rookh's departure from Delhi was as
das hine and p ycould make it. The
bczun and baths were aII covered with the richest
tapestry ; hundreds of gilded barges upon the Jumna
floated with their banners shining in the water; while

1 Telip Choeh.

their saddles ;—the costly armour of their cavaliers, who
vied, on this occasion, with the guards of the great
Keder Khan, in the brightness of their silver battle-axes,
and the massiness of their maces of gold ;—the glittering
of the gilt pine-apples on the tops of the pohnkm*-—
the embroidered trappings of the elephants, g on
their backs small turrets, in the shape of little nnuqnc
trmpleu. within which the ladies of Lalla Rookl lay, as
it were, enshirined ;—the rose~coloured veils of the Pria-
cess's own sumptuous litter, at the front of which a fair
young female slave sat fanning her through the cur-

! Gel Resree.
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tains, with feathers of the Argus pheasant’s wing; —
and the lovely troop of the Tartarian and Cashmerian
maids of honour, whom the young king had sent to
accompany his bride, and who rode on each side of the
litter, upon small Arabian horses;—all was brilliant,
tasteful, and magnificent, and pleased even the critical
and fastidious Fadladeen, great Nazir or Chamberlain
of the Haram, who was borne in his palankcen imme-
diately after the Princess, and considered himself not
the lcast important personage of the pageant.

Fadladecn was a ]uduc of every thing,—from the
pencilitig of a Cir 's eye-lids to the deepest ques-
tions of science and litcrature; from the mixture of a
conserve of rose-leaves to the composition of an epic
poem : and such intl ¢ had his upon the
various (astes of the day, that all the cooks and poets of
Delhi stood in awe of him. His political conduct and
opinions were founded upon that line of Sadi,—
« Should the prince at noon-day say, It is night, declare
that you behold the moon and stars.»—And his zeal for
religion, of which Aurun was a munifi pro-
tector, was about as disinterested as that of the gold-
smith who fell in love with the diammoud eycs of the idol
of Jaghernaut.

Duriug the first days of their journey, Lalla Rookh,
who had passed all her life within the shadow of the
royal gardens of Delbi, found cnough in the beauty of
the scenery threugh which they passed to interest her
mind and delight her imagination; and when, at even-
ing or in the heat of the day, they turned off from the
high road to those retired and romantic places wlnch
Iiad been selected for her enc
on the banks of a small rivulet, as rlcar as the waters
of the Lake of Pearl ; sometimes under the sacred shade
of a Banyan-tree, from which tiie view opened upon a
glade covered with antelopes; and often in those hid-
den, embowered spots, described by one from the Isles
of the West, as «places of melancholy, delight, and
safety, where all the company around was wild peacocks
and turtle-doves;»—she felt a charm in these scencs, so
lovely and so new to her, which, for a time, made her
indifferent to every other amusement. But Lalla Rookh
was young, and the young love variety; nor could the
couversation of her ladics and the great chamberlain,
Fadladeen (the only persons, of course, admitted to her
pavilion), sufficiently euliven those many vacant hours,
which were devoted ncither to the pillow nor the palan-
keen. There was a litile Persian slave who sung sweetly
to the Vina, and who, now and then, lulled the Princess
to slcep with the ancient ditties of lier country, about
the loves of Wamak and Ezra, the fair-haired Zal and
his mistress Rodaliver; not forgetting the combat of
Rustam with the terrible White Demon. At other times
she was amused by those graceful dancing-girls of
Delhi, who had been permitted by the Bramins of the
Great Pagoda to attend her, much to the horror of the
good Mussulman Fadladeen, who could see nothing
graceful or agreeable in idolators, and to whom the
very tinkling of their gold klets was an-abomi
tion.

But these and many other diversions were repeated
till they lost all their charm, and the nights and noon-
days were beginning to move heavily, when, at length,
it was recollected that, among the attendants sent by
the bridegroom, was a young poct of Cashmere, much
celebrated throughout the valley for his manner of

reciting the stories of the east, on whom his royal master
had conferred the privilege of being admitted to the
pavilion of the Princess, that he might help to beguile
the tediousness of the journey by some of his most
agreeable recitals. At the mention of a poet, Fadladeen
elevated his critical eye-brows, and, having refreshed
his faculties with a dose of that delicious opium which
is distilled from the black poppy of the Thebais, gave
orders for the miustrel to be forthwith introduced into
the presence.

The Princess, who had once in ler life secen a poet
from behind the screens of gauze in her father's hall,
and had conceived from that specimen no very favoar-
able ideas of the caste, expected but little in this new
exhibition to interest her ;—she felt inclined however
to alter her opinion on the very first appearance of
Feramorz. le was a youth about Lalla Rookl's own
age, and graceful as that idol of women, Crishna,'—
such as he appears to their youny imaginations, heroic,
beautiful, breathing music from his very eyes, and ex-
alting the religion of his worshippers into love. Ilis
dress was simple, yét not without some marks of cost-
liness, and the ladies of the Princess were not long in
discovering that the cloth, which encircled his high
Tartarian cap, was of the most delicate kind that the
shawl-goats of Tibet supply. Here and there, too, over
his vest, which was coufined by a flowered girdle of
Kashan, hung strings of finc pearl, disposed with an air
of studied negligence ;—nor did the exquisitc embroidery
of his sandals escape the obscrvation of these fair eritics;
who, however they might give way to Fadladeen upon
the unimportant topics of religion and government, had
the spirit of martyrs in every thing relating to such mo-
mentous matters as jewels and embroidery.

For the purposc of relieving the pauses of recitation
by musie, the young Cashmerian held in his hand a
kitar;—such as, in old times, the Arab maids of the
West used to listen to by moonlight in the gardens of
the Alhambra—and having premised, with much hu-
mility, that the story he was about to relate was founded
on the adventures of that Veiled Prophet of Khorassan,
who, in the year of the Hegira 163, created such alarm
thronghout the eastern empire, made an obeisance to
the Princess, and thus began: —

THE VEILED PROPHET OF
KHORASSAN.?

In that delightful Province of the Sun, ‘
The first of Persian lands he shines upon,
Where, all the loveliest children of his beam,
Flowrets and fruits blush over cvery stream,
And, fairest of all strcams, the Murga roves
Among Merou's 3 bright palaces and groves;—
There oun that throne, to which the blind belief
Of millions raised him, sat the Prophet-Chicf,
The Great Mokanna. O'er his features hung
The Veil, the Silver Veil, which Le had tlung

! The lodian Apollo.

1 Kborasstn sigaifies, in the old Persian lingosge. Province or Re-
gion of the Sua.—Sir W. Joxes.

30nc of the royal cities of Khorasaan.
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In mercy there, to hide from mortal sight

His danliog brow, till man could bear its light.

For, far less luminous, his votaries said,

Were even the gleams, miraculously shed

O'er Moussa's * cheek, when down the Mount he trod,
All glowing from the preseace of his God!

On either side, with ready hearts and hands,
His chosen guard of bold Believers stands;
Young fireeyed disputants, who deem their swords,
On points of faith, more eloquent than words;
And such their zeal, there’s not a youth with brand
Uplifted there, but, at the Chief's command,
Would make his own devoted heart its sheath,
Aad bless the lips that doom'd so dear a death !
In hatred to the Caliph's hue of night,?
Tbeir vesture, helms and all, is snowy white;
Their weapons various;—some equipp'd, for speed,
With javelins of the light Kathaian reed ;
Or bows of buffalo horn, and shining quivers
Fill'd with the stems 3 that Lloom on Iran’s rivers;
While some, for war’s more terrible attacks,
Wield the huge mace and pouderous battle-axe ;
And, as they wave aloft in morning's beam
The milk-white plumage of their helms, they seem
Like a chenar-tree grove, when Wianter throws
O'er all its tufied heads his feathering suows.

Between the porphyry pillars, that uphold
The rich moresque-work of the roof of gold,
Aloft the Ilaram’s curtain’d gallerics rise,
Where, through the silken net-work, glancing eyes,
From time to time, like sudden gleams that glow
Through autuma clouds, shine o'er the pomp helow.—
What impious tongue, ye blushing saiats, would dare
To hint that aught but Heaven hath placed you there?
Or that the loves of this light world could bind,
In their gross chain, your Prophet's soaring mind ?
No—wrongful thonght ! ission'd from above
To people Eden's bowers with shapes of love
/Creatures so bright, that the same lips aud cyes
They wear on earth will scrve iy Paradise,
There to recline among Heaven's native maids,
And crown the Elect with bliss that never fades !—
Well hath the Prophet-Lhief his bidding doue;
And every beauteous race beneath the sun,
From those who kneel at Brahma's burning founts ¢
To the fresh nymphs bounding o'er Yemen's mouats;
From Persia’s eyes of full and fawndike ray,
To the small, haif-shut glances of Kathay;*
And Georgia's bloom, and Azab's darker smiles,
And the gold ringlets of the Western Isles;
All, all'are there ;—each land its tlower hath given,
To form that fair young nursery for lleaven !

But why this pageant now? this arm’'d array?
What triumph crowds the rich Divan to-day
With turban'd lieads, of every hue and race,
Bowing before that veil'd and awful face,

¥ Moses.

2Black was the colour adopted by the Caliphs of the bouse of
Abbss, in their garments, turbans, snd standards.

3 Pichala, wsed ancicntly for arrows by the Persians.

4 The burning fountains of Brabma, meer Chittegosg. esiormed oo
holy. —Teassa,

$China.

Like tulip-beds, of differcnt shape and dyes,
Rending beneath the invisible West-wind's sigls?
What new-made mystery now, for Faith to sign,
And blood to seal, as genuine and divine,—

What darzliog mimickry of God's own power
Hath the bold Prophet plann'd to grace this hoar?
Not such the pageant now, though not less proud, —
Yon warrior vouth, advancing from the crowd,
With «<ilver Low, with belt of broider'd crape,

And fur-bound bonnet of Bucharian shape,

So fiercely beautiful in form and eye,

Like war's wild planet iu a summer sky;—

That youth today,—a proselyte, worth hordes

OF cooler spirits and less practised swords,—

I< come to join, all bravery and belief,

The crced and standard of the Heavensent Chief.

Though few his years, the West already knows
Young Azim's fame;—bevond the Olympian snows,
Ere manhood darken'd o'er his downy cheek,
O'erwhelm'd in fight and captive to the Greek, *

Ule Jinger'd there till peace dissolved his chains: —

OlL! who could, even in bondage, tread the plains

Of glorious Greeee, nor feel his «pirit rise

Kindling withia him? who, with heart and eyes,
Could walk where Liberty had been, not sce

The shining foot-prints of hee Deity,

Nor feel those God-like Lreathings in the air,

Which mutcly told her spirit had been there?

Not he, that youthful warrior,—no, too well

For his soul's quict work'd the awakeuviog spell;

And, now returning to his own dear land,

Full of those dreams of good that, vaialy grand,
Haunt the young heart ;—pround views of human-kiad,
Of men o gods exalted and refined ;—

False views, like that horizon's fair deceit,

Where earth and heaven but seem, alas, to meet!—
Sooan as he heard an arm divine was raised

To right the nations, and belicld, emblazed

On the white tlag Mokanna's host unfurl'd,

Those words of sunshine, « Freedom to the World's
At once his faith, his sword, his soul, obey'd
The inspiring summons; every chosen blade,
That fought beneath that banuer’s <acred text,
Seem'd doubly edged—for this world and the next;
Aund ne'er did Faith with her sinooth bandage bind
Eyes more devoutly willing to be blind,

1n Virtue's cause ;—never was soul inspired

With livelier trust in what it most desired,

Than his, the enthusiast there, who kneeling, pale
With pious awe, Lefore that Silver Veil,

Believes the form to which hie bends his knee,
Somie pure, redeeming angel, sent to free

This fetter'd world from every bond and stain,
And briug its primal glories back again!

Low as youni; Azim knelt, that modey crowd
OF all eartl's nations sunk the knee and bow'd,
With shouts of « Alla!» echoing long and loud;
While high in air, above the Prophet’s head,
Hundreds of bauners, to the sunbeam spread,
Waved, like the wings of the white birds that fun
The tlying throne of star-taught Soliman!

1 1n tbe war of the Cabiph Maha 1 against ths Empress bicas, for
a0 accoumt of which see Gisvos, vol. x. .
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Then thushe spoke ;—«Stranger, though new the frame
Thy soul inhabits now, I°ve track'd its flame

For many an age, ! in every chance and change

Of that Existence, through whose varied range,—

As through a torch-race, where, from hand to hand
The tyiog y it their shioing brand,—
From frame to frame the unextinguish'd soul

Rapidly pasees, till it reach the goal!

«Nor think ‘tis only the gross Spirits, warm'd
With duskier fire and for earth’s medium form'd,
That run this course ;—Beings, the most divine,
Thus deign through dark mortality to shine.

Such was the Essence that in Adam dwelt,

To which all Heaven, except the Proud One, knelt: 2
Such the refined Intelligence that glow'd

In Moussa’s frame ;—and, thencc descending, flow'd
Through many s prophet’s breast;—in Issa3 shone,
And in Mohammed burn'd ; till, hasteniag on,

(As a bright river that, from fall to fall

In many a maze descending, bright through all,
Fiuds some fair region where, each labyrinth pass'd,
In one full lake of light it rests at last!)

That Holy Spirit, settling calm and free

From lapse or shadow, centres all in me!s .

Again, throughout the assembly at these words,
Thousands of voices rung ; the warriors’ swords
Were pointed up to L ; a sudden wind
In the open banners play'd, and from behind
These Persian Langings, that bat ill could screen
The Huram's loveliness, white hands were seen
Waving embroider'd scarves, whose motion gave
A perfume forth ;—like those the Houris wave
When beckoning to their bowers the Immortal Brave.

« But ‘thece,- pursued the Chief, « are truths sublime,
That claim a bolier mood and calmer time
Than earth aliows us now;—this sword must first
The darkling prison-house of mankind burst,
Ere Peace can visit them, or Truth let in
Her wakening day-light on a world of sin!
But then, celestial warriors, then, when all R
Earth's shrines and thrones before our banner fall;
When the glud slave shall at these feet lay down
His brokea chain, the tyrant lord his crown,
The priest his book, the conqueror his wreath,
And from the lips of Truth one mighty breath
Shall, like a whirlwind, scatter in its breeze
That whole dark pile of human mockeries;—
Then shall the reign of Mind commence on earth,
And starting fresh, as from a second birth,
Man, in the sunshine of the world's new spring,
Shall walk transpacent, like some holy thing !
Then, too, your Prophet from his angel brow
Shall cast the Veil, that hides its splendours now,
And gladden'd Earth shall, through her wide expanse,
Bask in the glories of this countenance!

«For thee, young warrior, welcome!'—thou iun yet
Some tasks to learn, some frailties to forget,

{ The tranamigration of souls was one of bis doctrines. —See D Haa-
sscor.
3 cAnd when wo said unto the angels, Wonhip Adses, they all wor-
shipped him except Ebl.s (Lodifer), who refused.»— The Koran, cb. ii.
3Jesus. .
'

Ere the white war-plume o'er thy brow can wave ;—
But, ouce my own, miae all till in the grave!»

The pomp is at an end,—the crowds are gone—
Each ear and heart still haunted by the tone

Of that deep voice, which thrill'd like Alla’s own!
The young all dazzled by the plumes and lances,
The glitiering throne, and Haram's half—caughtglances;
The old deep pondering on the promised reign

Of peaceand truth; and all the female train

Ready to risk their eyes, could they but gaze .

A moment on that brow’s miraculous blaze!

But there was one among the chosen maids
Who blush'd behind the gallery’s silken shades,—
One, to whose soul the pageant of to-day
Has been like death ;—you saw her pale dismay,
Ye wondering sisterhood, and heard the burst
Of exclamation from her lips, when first
She saw that youth, too well, too dearly known, *
Silently kneeling at the Prophet’s throne.

Ah Zelica! there was a time, when bliss
Shone o’er thy heart from every look of his ;
When but to see him, hear him, breathe the sair
Tn which he dwelt, was thy soul's fondest prayer!
When round him bung such a perpetual spell,
Whate'er he did, none ever did so well.

Too happy days! when, if he téuch’d a flower
Or gem of thine, ‘t was sacred from that hour ;
When thou didst study him till every tone

And gesture and dear look became thy own,—
Thy voice like his, the changes of his face

In thine reflected with still lovelier grace,

Like echo, sending back sweet music, fraught
With twice the aerial sweetness it had brought!
Yet now he comes—brighter than evenhe

E'er beam'd before,—but ah ! not bright for thee ;
No—dread, unlook'd for, like a visitant

From the other world, he comes as if to haunt
Thy guilty soul with dreams of lost delight,
Long lost to all but Memory’s aching sight : —
Sad dreams! as when the Spirit of our Youth
Returns in sleep, sparkling with all the truth
And innocence once ours, and leads us back,
In mournful mockery, o'er the shining track
Of our young life, and points out every ray

Of hope and peace we 've lost upon the way!

Once happy pair '—in proud Bokhura's groves,
Wheo had not heard of their tirst youthful loves ?
Born by that ancient flood,* which from its spring
fo the Dark Mountains swifily wandering,
Earicly'd by every pilgrim brook that shines
With relics from Bucharia’s ruby mines
And, lending to the Caspian half its strength,

In the cold Lake of Eagles sinks at length;—
There, on the banks of that bright river born,
The flowers, that hung above the wave at mora,
Bless'd not the waters as they murmur'd by,
With holier scent and lustre, than the sigh

¥ The Amoo, which rises in the Belur Tag, or Dark Mountaing, and.
running nearly from east to west, splits inte ivo branches, sac of
which falls into the Caspian Ses, and the other into Aral Nabr, er the
Lake of Esgles.
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gia glance of first affection cast

teir youth's smooth carrent as it pess'd!

+distarb’d this visi far av.ay

er food eyes, summon'd to join the array

ia’s warriors on the hills of Tlrace,

uth exclanged his sylvan dwelling-place
rude tent and war-field's deathful clash,—

ca’s sweetglances for the flash

ian wild-fire,—and Love’s gentle clains

eding bondage on Byzantiun's plains.

b after moath, in widowhood of soul

1g, the maiden saw two roll

s away—but ah! how cold and dim
unmer suns, when not bebeld with him!
me 1o time ill-omen'd rumours came
sirittongues, muttering the sick man’s name,
* e dies); at length, those sounds of dread
heriog on Ler soul, « Azim is dead '»

f, beyoud all other griefs, when fate

ives the young heart lone and desolate

vide world, without that only tie

ich it Joved to live or fear'd to die;—

- the bung-up lute, that ne‘er bath spoken
e sad day its masterchord was broken !

maid, the sorrow of her soul was such

wson blighted sunk beneath its touch ;

sugh, ere long, her sanguine spirit rose

be first dead pressure of its woes,

i bealth aud bloom retura’d, the delicate chain
gbe, oace tangled, never clear'd again.

lively, soft as in youth's happiest day,

od was still all there, but turn'd astray;—
lering bark, upon whose patliway shone

s of heaven, except the guiding oue!

e smiled, nay, much and brightly smiled,

s 8 lustre, strange, unreal, wild ;

sen she sung to her lute’s touching strain,

ike the notes, half ecstacy. half pain,

Ibul* utiers, ere her soul depart,

vanquish’d by some minstrel's powerful art,

s upon thelute whose sweetness broke her heart®

was the mood in which that mission found
Zelica,—1hat mission, which around

stern world, in every region blevs'd

‘'oman’s smile, soughit out its loveliest,

« that galaxy of lips and eyes,

the Veil'd Prophet destined for the skies'—
ch quick welcome as a spark receives

1 00 a bed of autumn’s wither'd leaves,

ry tale of these enthusiasts find

wild maid blighted miand.

at oace the madd'ning zeal she canght;—
fParadise! blest, rapturons thought;

ined bride, in heaven's eternal dome,

¢ brave youth—ha! durst they say « of some I»
she one, one only object traced

beart’s core too deep (o be effaced ;

e whose meinory, tresh as life, is twined

rery broken link of her lost mind ;

image lives, though Reason's self be wreck'd,
id the ruius of her intellect!

$ sorr

! The aightingele.

Alas, poor Zelica! it needed all
The fantasy, which beld thy miod in thrall,
To see in that gay Haram's glowing maids
A sainted colony for Eden's shades ;
Or dream that he,—of whose unholy flame
Thou wert 100 soon the victim,—shining came
From Paradise, to people its pure sphere
With souls like thine, which he batb ruin‘d here!
No—had not Reason's light totally set,
And left thee dark, thou badst an amulet
In the loved image, graven on thy heart,
Which would have saved thee from the tempher’s art,
And kept alive, in all its bloom of breath,
That purity, whose fadiug is love's death '—
But lost, intlamed,—a restless zeal took place
OFf the mild virgiu's still and feminioe grace;—
First of the Prophet's favourites, proudly first
In zeal and charms,—t00 well the Impostor aursed
tler soul's delirium, in whose active Hame,
Thus lighting up a young, lusuriant frame,
lle saw more potent sorcerizs to bind
To his dark yoke the spirits of mankind,
More subtle chains than hell itself e'er twined.
No art was spared, no witchery;—all the «kill
His demous taught him was employd to fill
Her miud with gloom and ecstacy by turns—
That gloom, through which Freuzy but fiercer burns;
That ecstacy. which from the depth of sadaess
Glares like the maniac’s moon, whose light is madness'

T was from a brilliant hanquet, where the sound
Of poesy and music breathed around,
Together picturing to her mind and ear
The lories of that beaven, her destiocd sphere,
Where all was pure, where every stain that lay
Cpon the spirit’s light should pass away,
Aud, realizing more than youthtul love
E'er wishi'd or dream'd, she should for ever rove
Through fields of fragrance by her Azim's side,
His owa bless'd, puritied, eterual bride'—
T was from a scene, a witching trance like this,
Hle hurried her away. yet breathing bliss,
To the dim charnel-liouse ;—through all its steams
Of damp and death, led ouly by those gleams
Which foul Corruption lights, as with design
To show the gay and proud she too can shine'!—
And, passing on through upright ranks of dead,
Whicli to the maiden, doubly crared by dread,
Seewr'd, through tie Llnish deathidight round them cast,
To nmiove their lips 1n mutteripgs as she pass'd—
There, in the awful place, when each had quaffd
Aud pledged iu silence such a fearful draught,
Such—oli! the look and taste of that red bowl
Will haunt her till she dies—he bound her soul
By a durk oath, in hell's own language framed,
Never, while earth his mystic presence claim'd,
While the blue arch of day hung o'er them both,
Never, by that all-imprecating oath,
In joy or sorrow from his side to rever.—
She swore, and the wide charnel echoed, « Never, never!»

From that dread hour, entirely, wildly given
To him and—she believed, lost maid'—to Heaven;
Her brain, her heart, ier passions all inflamed,
How proud she stood, whea in full llaram named
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The Pricstess of the Faith !—how flash'd her eyes
With light, alas! that was not of the skics,

When round, in trances only less than hers,

She saw the Haram kneel, her prostrate worshippers !
Well might Mokanna think that form alone

Had spells enough to make the world his own: —
Light, lovely limbs, to which the spirit's play

(iave motion, airy as the dancing spray,

When from its stem the small bird wings away !
Lips in whose rosy labyrinth, when she smiled,

The soul was lost; and blushes, swift and wild

As are the momentary meteors sent

Across the uncalm, but beautcous firmament.

And then her look!—oh! where s the heart so wise,
Could unbewilder'd meet those matchless eyes?
Quick, restless, strange, but exquisite withal,

Like those of angels, just before their full;

Now shadow'd with the shames of earth—noW cross'd
By glimpses of the heaven her heart had lost ;

In every glance there broke, without control,

The flashes of a bright but troubled soul,

Where seusibility still wildly play'd,

Like lightning, rogod the ruins it had made!

And such was now young Zelica—so changed
From her who, some years siuce, delighted ranged
The almond groves that shade Bokhara's tide,

All life and bliss, with Azim by her side!

So alter'd was she now, this festal day,

When, 'mid the proud Divan's dazzling array,

The vision of that Youth, whom she had loved,

And wept as dead, before her breathed aud moved ;—
When—bright, she thought, as if from Eden’s track
But half-way trodden, he had wander'd hack

Again to earth, glistening with Eden’s light—

Her beauteous Azim siione before her sight.

Oh Reason! who shall say what spells renew,
When least we look for it. thy broken clew!
Through what small vistas o'er the darken'd brain
Thy intellectual day-beam bursts again ;

And how, like forts, to which beleaguerers win
Unhoped-for entrance through some friend within,
Oune clear idea, waken'd in the breast

By Memory's magic, lets in all the rest!

Would it were thus, unhappy girl, with thee!

But, though light came, it came but partially ;
Enough to show the maze in which thy sense
Wander'd about,—but not to guide it thence;
Fnough to glimmer o'er the yawniug wave,

But not to point the harbour which might save.
Hours of delight and peace, long left behind,
With that dcar form came rushing o'er her mind;
But oh! to think how decp her soul had goue

In shame and falsehood since those inoments shone ;
And then her oath—there madness lay again,

And, shudderiog. back sle sunk into her chain

Of mental darkuess, as if bless'd to Hee

From light, whose every glimpse was agony!

Yet, one relief this glance of former ycars

Brought, mingled with its pain,—tears, tloods of tears,
Long frozen at her heart, but now like rills

l.et loose in spring-time from the snowy hills,

Aud gushing warm, afier a slecp of frost,

Through valleys where their flow had long been lost!

Sad and subdued, for the first tine her frame
Trembled with horror, when the summons came
(A summons proud and rare, which all but she,
Aud she, till now, had heard with ecstacy),

To meet Mokanna at his place of prayer,

A garden oratory, cool and fair,

By the stream’s side, where still at close of day
The Proplict of the Veil retired to pray;
Sometimes alone—Dbut oftener far, with one,
One chosen nymph to share his orison.

Of late noue found such favour in his sight
As the young Priestess; and though, since that night
When the death-caverns echocd every tone
Of the dire oath that made her all bis own,

The Impostor, sure of his infatuate prize,

Had, more than once, thrown off his soul's disguise,
Aod utter'd such unheavenly, moustrous things,

As even across the desperate wanderings

Ofa weak intellect, whose lamp was out,

Threw startling shadows of dismay and doubt ;—
Yet zeal, , her tre d vow,

The thought, still haunting her, of that bright brow
Whose blaze, as yet from mortal eye conceal'd,
Would soon, proud triumph! be to her reveald,

To her alone; and then the hope, most dear,

Most wild of all, that her transgression here

Was Lut a passage through carth’s grosser fire,
From which the spirit would at last aspire,

Even purer thao before,—as perfumes rise

Through tlame and smoke, most welcome to the skies—
And that when Azim's fond, divine embrace ’
Should circle her in heaven, no darkening trace
Would on that bosom he once loved remain,

But all be bright, be pure, be his agaia!—

These were the wildering dreams. whose cursed deceit
flud chain'd her soul beneath the tempter’s feet,e
Aud made her think even damning falsehood sweet.
But now that Shape, which had appall'd her view,
That Semblance—oh how terrible, if true!—

Which came across her frenzy's full carcer

With shock of consciousness, cold, deep, severe,

As when, in northern scas, at midunight dark,

Au isle of ice encounters some swift bark,

And startling all its wretches from their sleep,

By oac cold impulse hurls them to the deep;—

So came that shock not freuzy's self could bear,
And waking up each long-lull'd image there,

But check'd her headlong soul, to sink it in despair! |

Wan and dejected, through the evening dusk,
She now went slowly to that small kiosk,
Where, pondering alone his impious schemes,
Mokaana waited her—too wrapt iu dreams
Of the fair-ripening futurc's rich success,

To heed the sorrow, pale and spiritless,

That sat upon his victim’s dowucast brow,

Or mark how slow her step, how alter'd now

From the quick ardent Priestess, whose light bound
Came like a spirit's o'er th' unechoing ground,—
From that wild Zelica, whose every glance

Was thrilling fire, whosc every thought a trance!

Upon his couch the Veil'd Mokaona lay,
While lamps around—uot such as lend their ray,
Glimmeriug and cold, to those who viglitly pray !
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oom,* or Mecca's dim arcades,—

mt, soft, such lights as lovely maids

liest in, shed their lusurious glow

mystic Veil's white glittering How.

n, ‘stead of beads and books of prayer,

e world fondly thought he mused on there,
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raching maid, so deep his reverie;

, with tiendish langh, like that which broke
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rile race, for hell's amusement given,

i for earth, yet claiming kin with heaven;
ges, forsooth '—such gods as he

dia serves, the monkey deity;—4

res of a breath, proud things of clay,

» if Lucifer, as grandams say,
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rstitious thieves, who think the light

d men's marrow guides them best at night3—
ave honours—wealth,—yes, sages, yes—
rave fools, your wisdom’s nothingness;

it can track yon starry sphere,
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i bought up, their wisdom shrunk so small,
s puny point can wicld it all!

0, believers of incredible creeds,

ith inshrines the monsters which it breeds;
fer even than Nemrod, think to rise

e licap'd on nonsense to the skies ;

1ave miracles, ay, sound ones too,

rd, attested, every thivg—but true.

wching zealots, too inspired to seck

: of meaning for the things they speak;
tyrs, ready to shed out their blood

3 100 heavealy to be understood:

» of Com (or Koom) and Cashen are fall of mosques.
, and sepukchires of thy descondante of Ali, the sain
[TTIE N

1in the Persian Gulf, celebraiad for 1ts white wine.
endous weil st Meera ; 20 callad, sarve Sale, from the mur-
) walers.

Hansaman.

of latern formerly used by robbers, ealled the Hond"of
1ndle for shich was made of the fat of a dead mal-factor.
7, wae rather & western tham am esstern sopersiition.

And your state priests, sole venders of the lore
That works salvation ;—as on Ava's shore,
Where nonc but priests are privileged to trade
In that best marble of which Gods are made ;' —
They shall have mysteries—ay, precious stuff
For knaves to thrive by—mysteries enough ;

| Dark, taugled doctrines, dark as fraud can weave,

Which simple votaries shall on trust receive,
While craftier feign Lelief, 1ill they believe.

A licaven too ye must have, ye lords of dust,—
A splendid Paradise,—pure souls, ye must :
That Prophct ill sustains his holy call,

Who finds not Heavens 1o suit the tastes of all;
Houris for Loys, omaiscience for sages,

Aud wiugs and glories for all ranks and ages.
Vain things!—as lust or vauvity iospires,

The Heaven of each is but what cach desires,
Aud, soul or scase, whatc'er the object be,
Man would be man to all eteruity!

So let him—EDblis! grant this crowniog curse,
But keep him what be is, no Hell were worse.»—

« Oh my lost soul'» exclaim'd the shuddering maid,
Whose ears had drunk like poison all he said.—
Mokanua started—not abash'd, afraid,—

He koew no more of fear than one who dwells

Beneath the tropics knows of icicles!

But, in those dismal words that reach’d his ear,

« Oh my lost soul !» there was a sound so drear,

So like that veice, amoag the sinful dead,

1a which the legend o'er Hell's Gate is read,

That, new as 't was from ber, whom nought could dim
Or sink till now, it startled even him.

« Ha, my fair Priestess!»—thus with ready wile,
The Impostor turn'd to greet her—« thou, whose smile
Hath inspiration in its rosy beam
Beyond the enthusiast’s hope or Prophet's dream!
Light of the Faith! who twinest religion’s zeal
So close with love's, men know not which they feel,
Nor which to sigh for in theie trance of heart,

The Heaven thou preachest or the Ueaven thou art!
What «l:ould I be without thee ? without thee

How dull were power, how joyless victory!

Though borne by angels, if that smile of thine
Bless'd not my banoer, "twere but half divioe.

But— why so mournful, child? those eyes, that shone
All life last night—what !—is their glory gone?
Come, come—this morn's fatigue hath made them pale,
They want rekindling—suns themselves would fail,
Did not their comets bring, as I to thee,

From Light's owa fount supplies of brilliancy!

Thou seest this cup—no juice of carth is here,

But the pure waters of that upper sphere,

Whose rills o'er ruby beds and topaz flow,

Catching the gem's bright colour, as they go.
Nightly my Genii come and fill these urns—

Nay, drink—in every drop life’s essence burns;

T will make that soul all fire, those eyes all light—
Come, come, | waut thy loveliest smiles to-night :
There is a youth—why start 2—thou saw'st him then;
Look'd he not nobly? such the god-like men

Thou'lt have to woo thee in the bowers above;—
Though he, I fear, hath thoughts too stern for love,

1Sraes’s dva, vl i p. 376
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Too ruled by that cold enemy of bliss

The world calls Virtue—we must conquer this;—

Nay, shrink not, pretty sage; 't is not for thee

To scan the mazes of Heaven's mystery.

The steel must pass throngh fire ere it can yield

Fit instruments for mighty hands to wield.

This very night I mean to try the art

Of powerful beauty on that warrior's heart.

All that my Haram hoasts of bloom and wit,

Of skill and charms, most rare and exquisite,

Shall tempt the boy;—young Mirzala’s blue eyes,

Whose sleepy lid like snow on violets lies;

Arouya’s cheeks, warm as a spring-day sun,

Aud lips that, like the scal of Solomon,

Have magic in their pressure; Zcba's lute,

And Lilla's dancing fret, that glcam and shoot
apid and white as sca-birds o'er the deep!

All shall combine their witching powers to steep
My convert's spirit in that softening trance,

From which to Heaven is but the next advance;
That glowing, yiclding fusion of the breast,

On which Religion stamps her image best.

But hear me, Priestess! though each nymph of these
Hath some peculiar practised power to please,
Some glance or step which, at the mirror tried,
First charms hersclf, then all the world beside;
There still wants one, to make the victory sure,
One, who in every look joius every lure;

Through whom all beauty's beams concenter'd pass,
Dazzling and warm, as through love's burning-glass ;
Whose gentle lips persuade without a word,
Whose words, cven when unmeaning, are adored,
Like inarticulate breathings from a shrine,

Which onr faith takes for granted are divine!
Such is the nymph we Wwant, all warmth and lighe,
To crowa the rich temptations of to-night;

Such the refined enchantress that must be

This hero’s vanquisher,—and thou art she!»

With her hands clasp'd, her lips apart and pale,

The maid had stood, gazing upon the Veil

From which these words, like south-winds through a fence
Of Kerzrah flowers, came fill'd with pestilence :*

So boldly utter'd too! as if all dread

Of frowns from her, of virtuous frowns, were fled,

And the wretch felt assured that, once plunged in,

Her woman's soul would know no pause in sin!

At first, though mute she listen'd, like a dream
Seem'd all he said; nor could her mind, whose beam
As yet was weak, penetrate half his scheme.

But when, at length, he utter'd « Thou art she!»
All flash'd at ouce, and shrieking piteously,

« Oh not for worlds!» she cried—«Great God ! to whom
I once knelt innocent, is this my doom?

Are all my dreams, my hopes of hcavenly bliss,
My purity, my pride, then come to this,—

To live, the wanton of a fiend! to be

The pander of his guilt—oh infamy!

And sunk, myself, as low as hell can steep

In its hot flood, drag others down as deep!
Others?—ha! yes—that youth who came to-day—
Not him I loved—not him—oh! do but say,

141t is commonly said, in Penia, that if s men breathe in the hot
south-wind which in June or July passes over that fower,the Kerzereh,
it will Bill him.o—Tusvaenor.

But swear to me this moment 't is not he,
And I will serve, dark fiend! will worship even thee!s

« Beware, young raving thiog!—in time beware,
Nor utter what I cannot, must not bear
Even from thy lips. Go—try thy lute, thy voice,
The boy must feel their magic—I rejoice
To see thosc lires, no matter whence they rise,
Once more illuming my fair Priestess’ eyes ;
Andshould the youth, whom soon those eyes shall warm,
Indeed resemble thy dead lover's form,
So much the happier wilt thou find thy doom,
As onc warm lover, full of life and bloom,
Excels ten thousand cold ones in the tomb.
Nay, nay, no frowning, sweet! those eyes were made
Por love, not anger—1 must be obey'd.»

«Obey'd !—'t is well—yes, I deserve it all—
On me, on me Heaven's vengeance canuot fall
Tao heavily—but Azim, brave and true
And beautiful—must he be ruin'd too?
Must ke too, ylorious as he is, be driven
A renegade likc me from Love and Heaven ?
Like me 1—weak wretch, I wrong him—auot like me;
No—Ahe s all truth and strength and purity!
Fill up your madd'ning hell-cup to the brim,
Its witchery, fiends, will have no charm for him.
Let loose your glowing wantons from their bowers,
He loves, he loves, and can defy their powers !
Wretch as I am, in his heart still I reign
Pure as wheu first we met, without a stain!
Though ruin'd—lost—my memory, like a charm
Left by the dead, still keeps his soul from harm.
Oh! never let him know how deep the brow
He kiss'd at parting is dishonour'd now—
Ne'er tell him how dcbased, how sunk is she, )
Whom once he lov'd—once!—still loves dotingly!
Thou langh'st, tormentor,—what !—thou ‘It brand my
name? !
Do, do—in vain—he Il not believe my shame—
He thinks me true, that nought hencath God's sky
Could tempt or change me, and—so once thought L
But this is past—though worse than death my lot,
Than hell—"t is nothing, while he knows it not.
Far off to some benighted land I'll fly,
Where sunbeam ne'er shall enter till I die:
Where none will ask the lost one whence she came,
But I may fade and fall without a name!
And thou—curst man or fiend, whate'er thou art,
Who found'st this burning plague-spot in my heart,
And spread'stit—oh, s0 quick !—through soul and frame
With more than demon'’s art, till I became é
A loathsome thing, all pestilence, all flame !~—
1f, when I'm gone——»
«Ilold, fearless maniac, hold,
Nor tempt my rage—by Heaven not half so bold
The puny bird that dares with teazing him
Within the crocodile’s stretch'd jaws to come!*
And so thou 'lt fly, forsooth 2—what !—give up all
Thy chaste dominion in the Haram Hall,
Where now to Love and now to Alla given,
Half mistress and half saint, thou hang'st as even

1 The sncieat story concerning the Trochilus, or Lummisg bird, ea-
tering with impunity iato the moath of the crocudile, is irmly balieved
at Java.—Bissow's Cochin-Chine.
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na's tomb, ‘twixt hell and heaven ! groves all round ilumioated; some artists of Yam-
—as ensily may reptiles ran tcheou having besn sent on p ly for the p
ake once hath fix'd his eyes upon; On each side of the green alley, vﬁebkdtollulqll
en caught, the prey may be Pavilion, artificial scemeries of baniboo-work were
| his loving folds, as thou from me. erected, representing arches, minarets, and towers,
ix’d—let good or ill betide, from which bang theussnds of silken lanterns, painted
o till death, till death Mokanna's bride! by the most delicate pencils of Canton. Nothing could
rgot thy oath 1»— be more beautiful than the leaves of the mango-trees

At this dread word, and acacias, shining in the light of the bamboo scenery,

‘hoss spirit his rude taunts had stirr'd
its depths, and roused am anger there,
=d kighten'd even through ber despair'—
i, a8 if a blight were in the breath

that word, and stagger'd, pale as death.
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pirits in their time no doubt),
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I lb.—oye—body and soul all mine;

by chains that, whether bless'd or curst

sow, not hell itself shall burst:

an, to the Haram, and look gay,

look—any thing but ead ; yet stay—

»t more—from what this night hath pass'd,

mow'st me, kmow'st me well at last.

d 80, fond thing, thou thoaght'st all true,

love mankind '—I do, I do—

love them ; as the sea-dog doats

mall sweet fry that round him floats;
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ow thou see'st my soul’s angelic bue,
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him—shriek'd—and suak upon the ground

¢ arvival, next night. at the place of emcamp-
t were surprised and delighted to tiad the

sedem ripes (Nili, vir.) ales cot This. Fa serpetinm
1o Gratissimamegue et his escam nidis suis reflort. —Setwvs.

which shed a justre round as soft as that of the nights
of Peristan.
Lalla Rookh, however, who was too much eccupied
by the sad story of Zelica and her lover, ® give a
thought to any thing else, except, perhaps, him who re-
lated it, hurried on through this sceae of splendour to
her pavilion,—greatly to the mortification of the poor
artists of Yamicheou,—and was followed with equal
rapidity by the Great Chamberiain, cursing, as he went,
that ancient Mandarin, whose parental anxiety ia light-
ing up the shores of the lake, where his beloved daugh-
ter had wandered and been lest, was the origin of thess
fantastic Chinese illuminations.
Without a mement's delay young Feramorz was in-
troduced, and Fadisdeen, who could never make wp
his mind as te the merits of a poet, till he knew the re-
ligious sect to which be belonged, was about to ask him
whether he was a Shia or a Seoni, whea Lalla Rookh
impatiently clapped ber hands for silence, and the
youth, being seated upon the musnud near her, pro-
ceeded :—

Pacrans thy soul, young Azim !—thou hast braved
The bands of Greece, still mighty though emslaved:
Hast faced her phalanx, arm'd with all its fame,
Her Macedonian pikes and globes of flame ;

All this hast fronted, with firm heart and brow,
But a more perilous trial waits thee now,—
Woman's bright eyes, a daszling host of eyea
From every land where womaan smiles or sighs ;
Of every hue, as Love may chance to raise

Ilis black or azure banner in their blaze ;

And each sweet mode of warfare, from the flash
That lightens boldly dlrough the shadowy lash,
To the sly, steali ! s, al bid,

Like ds half-sheathed, b h the do

Such, Azim, is the lovely, luminous host

Now led against thee ; and, let conquerors boast
Their fields of fame, he who in virtue arms

A young, warm spirit against beauty's charms,
Who feels her brightness, yet defies her thrall,
Is the best, bravest conqueror of them all.

lid.

Now, through the Haram chambers, moving lights
And busy shapes proclaim the toilet's rites ;—
From room to room the ready handmaids hie,
Some skill'd to wreathe the turban tastefully,
Or Lang the veil, in negligence of shade,
O'er the warm blushes of the youthful meid,
Who, if between the folds but ome eye shone,
Like Seba’s Queen could vanquish with that ope :—*

1, Thou hast ravished my heort with oae of thine eves.c —Sul.
Song.
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While some bring leaves of Henna, to imbue

The fingers’ ends with a bright roseate hue;*

So bright, that in the mirror’s depth they seem

Like tips of coral branches in the stréam;

And others mix the Kohol's jetty dye,

To give that long, dark languish to the eye,?

Which makes the maids, whom kings are proud to cull
From fair Circassia's vales, so beautiful.

All is in motion ; rings and plumes and pearls
Are shining every where:—some younger girls
Are gone by moonlight to the garden beds,

To gather fresh cool chaplets for their heads ;
Gay es! sweet, though mournful ‘tis to see
How each prefers a garland from that tree

Which brings to mind her childhood’s innocent day,
And the dear fields and friendships far away.

The maid of India, blest again to hold

In her full lap the Champac's leaves of gold,?
Thinks of the time when, by the Ganges' flood,
Her little play-mates scatter'd many a bud

Upon her long black hair, with glossy gleam

Just dripping from the consecrated stream :
While the young Arab, haunted by the smell

Of her own mountain flowers, as by a spell,—
The sweet Elcaya,f and that courteous tree
Which bows to all who seek its canopy—3

Sees, call'd up round her by these magic scents,
The well, the camels, and her father's tents ;

Sighs for the home she left with little pain,

And wishes even its sorrows back again !

Meanwhile, through vast illuminated halls,
Silent and bright, where nothing but the falls
Of fragrant waters, gushing with cool sound
From many a jasper fount, is heard around,
Young Azim roams bewilder'd,—uor can guess
What means this maze of light and loneliness.
Here the way leads, o'er tessellated floors
Or mats of Cairo, through long corridors,
Where, ranged in cassolets and silver urns,
Sweet wood of aloe or of sandal burns;

And spicy rods, such as illume at night

The bowers of Tibet,§ sent forth odorous light,
Like Peris’ wands, when pointing out the road
For some pure spirit to its hlest abode ! —

And bere, at once, the glittering saloon

Bursts on his sight, boundless and bright as noon;
Where, in the midst, reflecting back the rays

In broken rainbows, a fresh f in plays

High as the enamell'd cupola, which towers

Al rich with arabesques of gold and flowcrs:

Y «They tinged the ends of her fingers scarlet with Henna, so that
they resembled branches of coral.r —Story of Prince Futtun in Ba-
Aardanush.

? « Tbe women blacken the inside of their eye-lids with a powder
asmed tbe black Kobel.e —Rossst.

3o The of the bl

of the gold-col d Campac on

the black hairof the Indian women has sapplied the Senserit poets with
many elegant h

Husi See Asiatic R, vol. iv.

as forits perfume, and common on the hills of Ye-

+ 1 b

And the mosaic tloor beneath shines through
The sprinkling of that fountain's silvery dew,
Like the wet, glistening shells, of every dye,
That on the margin of the Red Sea lie.

Here too he traces the kind visitings
Of woman's love, ia those fair, living things
Ofland and wave, whose fate—in bondage thrown
For their weak loveliness—is like her own!
On one side, gleaming with a sudden grace
Through water, brilliant as the crystal vase
In which it undulates, small fishes shine,
Like golden ingots from a fairy mine;—
Wahile, on the other, latticed lightly in
With odoriferous woods of Comorin, *
Each brilliant bird that wings the air is seen :—
Gay, sparkling loories, such as gleam between
The crimson hlossoms of the coral tree
In the warm isles of India's sunny sca:
Mecca's blue sacred pigeon, 3 and the thrush
Of Hindostan, 4 whose holy warblings gush,
At evening, from the tall pagoda’s top ;—
Those golden birds that, in the spice time, drop
About the gardens, drunk with that sweet food
Whose sceot hath lured them o'er the summer flood ;5
And those that under Araby's soft sun
Build their high nests of budding cinnamon ;—6
In short, all rare and beauteous things, that fly
Through the pure clement, here calmly lie
Sleeping in light, like the green birds 7 that dwell
In Eden’s radiant fields of asphodel !

So on, through scenes past all imagining,—
More like the luxuries of that impious king,$
Whom Deaths dark angel, with bis lightning torch,
Struck down and blasted even in pleasure’s porch,
Than the pure dwelling of a prophet, sent,
Arm'd with Heaven'ssword, for man's enfranchisement—
Young Azim wander'd, looking sternly round,
His simple garb and war-boots’ clanking sound
But ill according with the pomp and grace
And silent lull of that voluptuous place !

«Ts this then,» thought the youth, «is this the way
To free man's spirit from the deadening sway
Of worldly sloth?—to teach him, while he lives,
To know no bliss but that which virtue gives,
And when he dies, to leave his lofty name
A light, a Jand-mark on the cliffs of fame?

!eCest d'oi vient le bois d'alocs, que les Arabes appellent Oud
Comari, et celui du sandal, qui 2’y trouve ea graode quanmtité.o—
D'Hzarnror.

* « Thousands of variegated loories visit the coral trees.e—Bassow.

3« ln Mecea there are quantitics of biue pigeons, which wone wif
affright or abuse, much less hill.e—Pirr's docount of the Mahome
tans.

4« The Pagoda thrush is esteemed among the first choristers of Tndia.
It sits perched on the secred pagodas, and from theace delivers its me-
lodions song.» —Prwnant’s Hindostan.

#Birds of Paridisr, which, st the nutmeg season. come n fgha
from the southern isles to India: and « the atreagth of the natmeg.e
says Tavaanian, 20 intoxicates them that they fall dead druak te the
earth.e

¢ « That bird which liveth in Arabia, snd buildeth its nest with cisme-
mon.+—B w's Pulgar Errors.

any

¢ e Cloves are s principal ingreiient in the composition of the per-
fumed rods. which meun of rank keep constantly burning in their pre-
seace.o —Tuanse's Tibet.

7 « The spirits of the martyrs will be lodged in the crops of grees
birds.«—Gussox, vol. it. p. §21.

3 Shedad, who made the delicioas gardens of Irim, in imitation of
Paradise, and was destroyed by ligbtning the first time bhe aurmpied
to enter them,
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Though of such bliss unworthy,—since the best
Aloue descrve to be the happiest !—

When from those lips, unbreathed upon for years,

I shall again kiss off the soul-felt tears,

And tind those tears warm as when last they started,
Those sacred Kisses pure as when we parted !

Oh my owa life!—why should a single day,

A moment, keep me from those arms away 1=

While thus he thinks, still nearer on the breeze
Come those delicious dream-like harmoaies,
Each note of which but adds new downy links
To the soft chain in which his spirit sinks.
He turns him toward the sound, and, far away
Through a long vista, sparkling with the play
Of countless lamps,—like the rich track which Day
Leaves on the waters, when be sinks from us ;
So loag the patb, its light so tremulous ;—
He secs a group of female forms advance,
Some chain'd together in the mary dance
By fetters, forged in the green sunny bowers,
As they were captives to the King of Flowers;—
And some disporting round, unlink'd and free,
Who seem'd to mock their sisters slavery,
And round and round them still, in wheeling fight,
Went, like gay moths about a lamp at night;
While others waked, as gracefully along
Their feet kept time, the very soul of song
From pealiery, pipe, and lutes of heavenly thrill,
Or their own youthful voices, heavenlier still!
And now they come, now pass before his eye,
Forms such as Nature moulds, when she would vie
With Fancy's peaeil, and gave birth to things
Lovely beyond its fuirest picturings!
Awhile they dauce before him, then divide,
Breaking, like rosy clouds at even-tide
Around the rich pavilion of the sun,—
Till silently dispersiog, one by one,
Through many a path that from the chamber leads«
To gardens, terraces, and moonlight meads,
Their distant laughter comes upon the wind,
And but one trembling aymph remaios behind,—
Beckoning them back in vain, for they are goar,
And sheis left in all thae light alonc;
No vril to curtain o'er her beauteous brov,
In its youny bashfulness more be now;
But a light golden chain.work round her hair,
Such as the maids of Yezd and Shiraz wear,
From which, oa either side, gracefully huay
A golden amulet, i the Arab tongue,
Engraven o'er with some immortal line
From holy writ, or bard scarce less divine;
While her left hand, as shrinkiogly she stood,
lleld a small Jute of gold and sandal-wood,
Which once or twice she touch'd with hurried strain,
Then took her trembling fingers off again.
But when at length a timid glance she stole
At Azim, the sweet gravity of soul
She saw through all his features calm’d her fear,
And, like a half-tamed autelope, more near,
Though shrinking still, she came ;—then sat her down
Upon a musnud's* edge, and, bolder grown,

' Musnuds are cusbioned sents, usually reserved fur persons of dis-
tinction.
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In the pathetic mode of Isfahan®
Touch'd a preluding strain, and thus began :—

There 's a bower of roses by Bendemeer's > stream,
And the nightingale sings round it all the day long;

In the time of my childhood ‘twas like a sweet dream,
To sit in the roses and hear the bird's song.

That bower and its music I never forget,
But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year,
I think—is the nightingale singing there yet?
Are the roses still bright by the calm' Bendemeer?

No, the roses soon wither'd that hung o'er the wave,
But some hlossoms were gather'd, while freshly they
shone,
And a dew was duulld from their flowers, that gave
All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone.

Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies,
An essence that breathes of it many a year;

Thus bright to my soul, as 't was then to my eyes,
Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bendemeer!

«Poormaiden!» thought the youth, «if thou wertsent,
With thy soft lute and beauty's blandishment,
To wake unholy wishes in this heart,

Or tempt lls truth, thou little know st the art.
For though thy lip should 1 wrong,
Those vestal eyes would disavow i ns song.

But thou hast breathed such purity, thy lay
Returns so foudly to youth ‘s virtuous day.

And leads thy soul—if e'er it wander'd th

8o gently back to its first innocence,

That [ would sooner stop the unchain'd dove,
When swift returning to its home of love,

And round its snowy wing new fetters twine,
Thaa turn from virtue one pure wish of thine'»

Scarce had thisfeeling pass'd, when, sparkling through
The gently-open'd curtains of light blue
That veil'd the breezy casement, countless eyes,
Peeping like stars through the blue evening skies,
Look'd laughing in, as if to mock the pair
That sat so still and melancholy there—
And now the curtains fly apart, and in
From the cool air, ‘mid showers of jessamine
Which those without Hing after them in play,
Two lightsome maidens spring, lightsome as they
Who live in the air on odours, and around
The bright saloon, scarce conscious of the ground,
Chase one another, in a varying dance
Of mirth and I Y and ad: 3
Too eloquently, like love’s warm pursuit:
While she, who sung so gently to the lute
Her dream of home, steals timidly away,
Shrinking as violets do in summer’s ray,—
But takes with her from Azim’s heart that sigh
We sometimes give to forms that pass us by
In the world's crowd, too lovely to remain,
Creatures of light we never see again !

1 The Persians, like the ancient Greeks, call their masical modes or
Perdas by the mames of different countries or cilies, as the mode of
Isfakan, the mode of Irak, etc.

® Ariver which flows mear the ruins of Chilminar.

Around the white necks of the nymphs who danced
Huug carcanets of orient gems, that glanced
More brilliant than the sea-glass glittering o'er
The hills of crystal on the Caspian shore; *
While from their long dark tresses, in a fall
Of curls d ding, bells as ical
As those that, on the golden-shafted trees
OFf Eden, shake in the Eternal Breeze, 2
Rung round their steps, at every bound more sweet,
As 't were the ecstatic language of their feet!
Atlength the chase was o'er, and they stood wreathed
Within each others’arms; while soft there breathed
Through the cool casement, mingled with the sighs
Of moonlight flowers, music that seem'd to rise
From some still lake, so liquidly it rose;
And, as it swell'd again at each faint close,
The ear could track, through all that maze of chords
And young sweet voices, these impassion'd words :—

A Spirit there is, whose fragrant sigh
1s burning now through earth and air ;
Where cheeks are blushing, the Spirit is nigh,
Where lips are meeting, the Spirit is there!

His breath is the soul of flowers like lhae.
And his floating h!

Blue water-lilies,3 vhen the breeze
Is making the stream around them tremble !

Hail to thee, hail to thee, kindling power!
Spirit of Love, Spirit of Bliss!,
Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour,
Aud there never was moonlight so sweet at this.

By the fair and brave,
Who blushing unite,

Like the sun and wave,
When they meet at night!

By the tear that shows
When passion is nigh,

As the rain-drop flows
From the heat of the sky!

By the first love-beat
Of the youthful heart,
By the bliss to meet,
And the pain to part!

By all that thou hast
To mortals given,
Which—oh! could it last,
This earth were heaven!

We call thee hither, entrancing Power !
Spirit of Love ! Spirit of Bliss!
Thy holjest time is the moonlight hour,
And there never was moonlight so sweet at this.

4 To the morth of us (on the coast of the Caspian, nesr Budks)
was a in which sparkled like di ds, arising frem the sr-
glase and crystals with which it abousds.s—Jeurney of the Rassas
4mbassador to Persia, 1746.

3« To which will he added the sound of the bells, hangiog on the
trees, which will be put is motion by the wind procoeding from the
shrone of God, 2 often as the blrssed wish for musie.c —Sasa.

3 The blue lotos, wbich grows in Ceshmers and in Peveia.
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Impatient of a scene, whose luzuries stole,
Spite of himself, 100 deep into his soul,
And where, midst all that the young heart loves most,
Flowers, music, smiles, to yield was t0 be lost,
The youth had started up, and tura'd away
From the light nymphs and their lusurious lay,
To muse upon the pictures that hung round,—
Bright images, that spoke without a sound,
And views, like vistas into fairy ground.
Bat Lere again new spells came o'er his sense;—
All that the pencil's mute omaipotence
Could call up into life, of soft and fair,
Of fond and passionate, was glewing there:
Nor yet 100 warm, but touch'd with that fise art
Which paints of pleasure but the purer part;
Which knows even Beauty when half-veild is beat,
Like her owa radiant planet of the west,
Whosee orb when half retired looks loveliest!
There bung the history of the Genii-King,
Traced through each gay voluptuous wandering
With her from Saba’s bowers, in whose bright eyes
He read that 10 be blest is to be wise;— *
Here food Zuleika > woos with open arms
The Hebrew boy, who flies from her young charms,
Yet, tiying, turns to gase, and, half undooe,
Wishes that Heaven and she could beth be won !
And here Mohammed, born for love and guile,
Forgets the Koran in his Mary's smile ;—
Then beckons some kind angel from above
With a new text to consecrate their love!3

With rapid step, yet pleased and lingering eye,
Did the youth pass these pictured stories by,
And hasten'd 10 a casement, where the light
Of the calm moon came in, and freshly bright
The fields without were seen, sleeping as still
As if no life remain'd in breeze or rill.
Here paused he, while the music, now less near,
Breathed with a holier language on his car,
As though the distance, and that heavenly ray
Tlruvugh which the souads came floating, took away
Al that had been 100 earthly in the lay.
Oh! could he listen to such sounds, unmoved,
And by that light—aor dream of her be loved?
Dream on, uncoascious boy! while yet thou may’st;
‘T is the last bliss thy soul shall ever taste.
Clasp yet awhile her image to thy heart,
Ere all the light, that made it dear, depart.
Think of her smiles as when thou saw'st them last,
Clear, beautiful, by nought of earth o'ercast ;
Recal her tears, to thee at parting given,
Pure as they weep, if angels weep, in heaven!
Thiok in her owa still bower she waits thee now,
With the same glow of heart and bloom of brow,
Yet shrined in solitade—thine all, thine only,
Like the one star above thee, bright and logely?
Ob, that a dream s0 sweet, s0 long enjoy'd,
Should be so sadly, cruelly destroy'd!

! For the loves of King Selvasen (vhe was supposed to preside ever
the whele race of Gewii) with Buthie, the Queen of Shebe or Sabe, see
D'Hssssior, and the Notes on she Koran, chap. 3.

? The wife of Potiphar, thes samed by the Orientals. Her Adven-
cmre with the Patriarch Joseph is (ho sabjoct of many of their poeme
and remances.

S The purticulors of Malomet's smonr with Mary, the Coptic girl,
in jestification of uhich be sdded a sow chapler o the Koraa, may
be foand ia Cosninn’s Notes upon Sbuifeda, p. 15:.

The song is hush ‘d, the laughing aymphs are flown,
Aud he is left, musing of bliss, alone;—
Alone !—no, not alone—that beavy sigh,
That soh of grief, which broke from some one nigh—
Whese could it be '—alas! is misery found
Here, evea Lere,%a this enchanted ground 1
He turns, and sees a female form, close veil'd,
Leaning, as if both heart and strength had fail'd,
Against a pillar pear ;—noot glittering o'er
With gems and wreaths, such as the others wore,
But in that deep blue, melancholy dress, *
Bokhara's maidens wear in mindfuloess
Of friends or kindred, dead or far away;—
And such as Zelica had on that day
He left ber,—whea, with heart too full to speak,
He took away her last warm tears upon his check.

A strange emotion stirs within him,—more
Than mere compassiou ever waked before;—
Cuconsciously he opes Ins arms, while she
Springs forward, as with life's last energy,

But, ingin that one ¢ live bound,
Siaks, cre she reach his arms, upon the ground; —
Uer veil falls off—her faint hands clasp bis knees—
Tis she berself'—'tis Zelica he sees!

But, ah, so pale, so changed—none but a lover
Could in that wreck of beauty's shrine discover
The once adored divinity! even be

Stood for some moments inute, and doubtingly
Put back the ringlets from her brow, aud gazed
Upon those lids, where ouce such lustre blazed,
Ere he could think she was indeed bis own,

Owa darling maid, whom he so long had known

In joy and sorrow, beautiful ia both;

Who, even when grief was hicaviest—when loth
He left her for the wars—in that worst hour

Sat in her sorrow like the sweet night-flower, *
When darkness brings its weeping glories out,
And spreads its sighs like frankincense about!

« Look up, my Zelica—one moment show
Those gentle eyes to me, that | inay kuow
Thy life, thy loveliness is not ull gone,
But there, at least, shioes as it ever shone.
Come, look upon thy Azim—ove dear glance,
Like those of old, were heaven ! whatever chance
Hath brought thee here, oh! 't was a blessed one!
Therc—my sweet lids—they move—that kiss hath run
Like the first shoot of life through every vein,
Aad now I clusp ber, ming. all mine again'
Oh the delight—now, ia this very hour,
When, had the whole rich world been in my power,
I should have singled out thee, only thee,
From the whole world s collccted treasury—
To have thee here—to bang thus foodly o'er
My own best, purest Zelica once more!s—

It was indeed the touch of those loved lips
Upon her cyes that chased their short eclip
And, gradual as the snow, at heaven’s breath,
Melts off and shows the azure flowers beneath,
Her lids unclosed, and the bright eyes were seen
Gazing oa his,—not as they late had been,

' o Doep blue is their mowrning colour.c —~Hinwar.
3 The sorronful nyctanthes, nlub begius to spread 1te rch vdeur

after sus-set.
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Quick, restless, wild, but mournfully serene;
As if to lie, even for that tranced mioute,

So near his heart, had coucolation in it;

And thus to wake in his beloved caress

Togk from her soul one half its wretcpedness.
But when she heard him call her good and pure,
Oh "twas too much—too dreadful to endure!
Shudderiug she broke away from his embrace,
And, hidiog with both hands her guilty face,
Said, in a tone whose anguish would have riven
A heart of very marble, « pure!—oh Heaven.»—

That tone—those looks so changed—the withering
blight,

That sin and sorrow leave where'er they light—
The dead despondency of those sunk eyes,
Where once, had he thus met her by surprise,
He would have secn himself, 100 happy boy,
Reflected in a thousand lights of joy;
And then the place, that bright unholy place,
Where vice lay hid beneath cach winning grace
And charm of luxury, as the viper weaves
Its wily covering of sweet balsam-leaves:—
All struck upon his heart, sudden and cold
As death itself;—it needs not to be told—
No, no—he sees it all, plain as the brand
Of burniog shame can mark—whatc'er the hand
Thatcould from hicaven and him such brightness sever,
‘T is done—to heaven and him she 's lost for ever!
It was a dreadful moment, not the tears,
The lingering, lasting misery of years
Could match that minute’s anguish—all the worst
Of sorrow’s elements in that dark burst
Broke o'cr his soul, and, with one crash of fate,
Laid the whole hopes of his life desoiate!

«Oh! curse me not,» she cried, as wild he toss'd
His desperate haud tow'rds heaven—« though I am lost,
Think not that guilt, that falschood made me fall,
No, no—'twas grief, 't wus madness did it all!

Nay, doubt me not—though all thy love hath ceased—
I Kknow it hath—yet, yet Lelieve, at least,

That every spark of reason’s light must be
Queachd in this brain, ere I could stray from thee!
They told me thou wert dead—why, Azim, why
Did we not, both of us, that instant dic

When we were parted 7—ohi! couldst thou but know
With what a deep devotedness of woe '

I wept thy absence—o'er aud o'er again

Thinking of thee, still thee, till thought grew pain,
And memory, like a drop that, night and day,
Falls cold and ceascless, wore my licart away!
Didst thou but know how pale 1 sat at home,

My eyes still turn'd the way thou wert to come,
Aud, all the long, leng night of hope and fear,

Thy voice and step still sounding in my car—

Oh God! thou wouldst not wonder that, at last,
When every hope was all at once o'ercast,

When I heard frightful voices round me say

Azim is dead!—this wretched brain gave way,
And I became a wreek, at random driven,
Without one glinpse of rcason or of lleaven—

!« Coocerning the vipers, which Pliny says were frequent amony;
tbe baleam-tices, 1 wade very particular vnuiry ; several were broughe
me dlive, both to Yambo and Judda. o <~Bsuce.

All wild—and even this quenchless love within
Turn'd to foul fires to light me into sin!

Thou pitiest me—I knew thou wouldst—that sky
Hath nought beneath it half so lorn as I.

The fiend, who lured me hither—bist! come near,
Or thou too, thou art lost, if he should hear—
Told me such things—oh! with such devilish art
As would have ruin'd ev'n a holier heart—

Of thee, aud of that cver radiant sphere,

Where, blest at length, if I but served him here,
I'should for ever live in thy dear sight,

Aud drink from those pure eyes cternal light!
Thiak, thiok how lost, how maddea’d [ must be,
To hope that guilt could lead to God or thee!
Thou weep'st for me—do, weep—oh! that I durst
Kiss off that tear! but, no—these lips are curst,
They must not touch thee; one divine caress,

Oue blessed of forgetful

I 've had within those arms, and that shall lie,
Shrined in my soul’s deep memory till I die!

The last of joy's Jast relics here below,

The one sweet drop in all this waste of woe,

My heart has treasured from affection’s spring,
To soothe and cool its deadly withering!

But thou—yes, thou must go—for ever go;

This place is not for thee—for thee! oh no,

Did I but tell thee half, thy tortured brain

Would burn like mine, and mine go will agaiu!
Enough that guilt reigns here—that hearts, once good,
Now tainted, chill'd, and broken, are his food.—
Enough, that we are parted—that there rolls

A flood of headlong fate between our souls,
Whose darkness severs me as wide from thee

As hell from heaven, to all eternity '»—

«Zelica! Zelica!» the youth exclain'd,
In all the tortures of a mind inflamed
Almost to maduess—« by that sacred heaven,
Where yet, if prayers can move, thou ‘It be forgiven,
As thou art here—here, in this writhing heart,
All tinful, wild, and ruin'd as thou art!
By the remembrauce of our once pure love,
Which, like a church-yard light, still burns above
The grave of our lost souls—which guilt in thee
Cannot extinguish, nor despair in me!
[ do conjure, implore thee to tly hence—
{f thou hast yet one spark of innocence,
Fly with me from this place.»——

« With thee! oh bliss,

‘Tis worth whole years of torment to hear this.
What! take the lost one with thec !—let her rove
Ry thy dear side, as in those days of love,
When we were both so happy, both so pure—
Too heavenly dreamn! if there s on carth a cure
For the sunk heart, "t is this—day after day
To be thic hlest companion of thy way!—
To hear thy angel eloquence—to sce
Those virtuous eyes for ever turn'd on me;
And in their light, rechasten’d silently,
Like the stain'd web that whitens in the sun,
Grow pure by being purely shone upon'!
And thou wilt pray for me—I know thou wilt—
At the dim vesper hour, when thoughts of guilt
Come licaviest o'er the heart, thou'lt lift thine eyes,
Full of sweet tears, unto the darkening skies,
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dead for me with Heaven, till I can dare
my own weak, sinfal glances there;

ie good angels, when they see me cling

ver near thee, pale and sorrowing,

for thy sake pronounce my soul forgiven,

id thee take thy weeping slave to heaven!

s, I'll fly with thees——

Scarce had she said
breathless words, when a voice, deep and dread
1t of Monker, waking up the dead
their first sleep—so startliag; 't was to both—
through the casement near, « Thy oath! thyoath!s
aven, the ghastliness of that maid's look !—
be,» faintly she cried, while terror shook
umost core, nor durst she lift her eyes,
sh through the casement, now, nought but the

skies .
noou-light fields were scen, calm as before—
be, aod | am his—all, all is o'er—
ly this instant, or thou rt ruin'd too—
th, my oath, oh God! ‘tis all too true,
as the worm in this cold heart it is—
Mokanoa's bride—his, Azim, his—
ead stood round us, while I spoke that vow,
Llue lips echoed it—I hear them now!
eyes glared on me, while 1 pledged that bowl,

- burning blood—TI feel it in my soul!

he Veil'd Bridegroom—hist! I've «een to-night
angels know not of—so foul a sight,

rrible—obh! never may'st thou see

there lies hid from all but hell and me!

maust hence—off, off—1 am not thine,

leaven's, nor Love's, nor aught that is divine—
me not—ha! think'st thou the fiends that sever
3, cannot sunder hands'—thus, then —for ever'»

th all that strength which madacss lends the weak,
ung away his arm; and, with a shriek,—

e sound, though he should linger out more years
wretch e'er told, can never leave his ears, —

ap through that long avenue of light,

7 as some dark ominous bird of night

s the sun, and soon was out of sight.

a Rookh could think of nothing all day but the
[ of these two young lovers. Her gaiety was
and she looked pensively even upon Fadladeen.
st too, without knowing why, a sort of uneasy
re in imaginiog that Azim must have been just
+ youth as Feramorz; just as worthy to enjoy all
essings, without any of the pangs of that illusive
n, which too often, like the sunny apples of Ist-
. is all sweetness on one side, and all bitterness
: other.
they passed along a sequestered river after sun-
ley saw a youny Hindoo girl upon the bank,
employment scemed 1o them so strange, that
topped their palankeens to observe her. She had
I a small lamp, filled with oil of cocoa, and
g it in an earthen dish, adorned with a wregth of
s, bad committed it with a trembling hand to
ream, and was now anxiously watching its pro-
Jown the current. heedless of the gay cavalcade
had drawn up heside her. Lalla Rookh was all

curiosily :—when oae of her atiendants, who had lived
upon the haoks of the Ganges (where this ceremony is
so frequent, that often, in the dusk of the evening, the
river is seen glittering all over with lights, like the
Oton-tala or Sea of Stars). informed the Princess that
it was the usual way in which the fricuds of those who
had gone on dangerous voyages offered up vows for
their safe return. If the lamp sunk immediately, the
omen was disastrous : but if it went shining down the
stream, and contivued to burn till entirely out of
sight, the return of the beloved object was considered
as certain.

Lalla Rookh, as ihey moved on, more than once
looked back. 10 alserse how the young Hindoo's
lamp proceeded ; and, while she saw with plcasare that
it was still unextinguished, she could not belp fearing
that all the hopes of this life were no better than that
feeble light upon the river. The remainder of the
journey was passed in silence.  She now, for the first
time, felt that shade of melancholy, which comes over
the youthful maiden’s heart, as sweet and trapsient as
her own breath upon a mirror; nor was it till she
heard the lute of Feramorz, touched lightly at the door
of her pavilion, that she waked from the reverie in
which she had been wandering. Instantly her eyes
were lighted up with pleasure, and, after a few unheard
remarks from Fadladeen upon the indecorum of a
port scating himself in presence of a princess, every
thing was arranged as on the preceding evening, and
all listened with eagerness, while the story wan thus
continued :—

Whaost are the gilded tents that crowd the way,
Where all was waste and silent yesterday?
This City of War, which, in a few short hours,
Hath sprung up here, as if the magic powers
Of Him who, ia the twinkliog of astar,
Buile the high pillar'd halls of Chilminar, *
Had conjured up, far as the eye can see,
Thisworld of tents and domes and sun-bright armory '—
Princely pavilions, screco’d by many a fold
Of crimson cloth, and topp'd with balls of gold;—
Steeds, with their housings of rich silver spun,
Their chain< and poitrels glittering in the sun;
And camels, tufied o'cr with Yemen's shells,
Shaking in every breeze their light-toned bells!

But yester-eve, so motionless around,
So mute was this wide plain. that not a sound
But the far torrent, or the locust-bird ?
Hunting among the thickets. could be heard ;—
Yet hark! what diccords now, of every kind,
Shouts, Jaughs, and screams, are revelling in the wind!
The arigh of cavalry ;—ihe tinkling throngs
Of laden camels and their drivers' songs ;—
Ringing of arms, and flappiog in the breeze
Of streamers from ten thousand canopies;—
War-music, bursting out from time to time
With gong and tymbalon’s tremendous chime ;—

' The edifices of Clilminar and Balbec are supposed to bave been
built Ly the Genii, sciing usder the onders of Jan ben Jan, whe go-
verned the world loag hefore the time of Adam.

8 A asuive of Khoramsas, and allured southward Ly means of the
water of a foontain, between Shirez and lopahan. called the Fosntain
of Birds, of which st is so0 fomd that it will follow wherever that water
is carried.
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Or, in the pause, when harsher sounds are mute,
The mellow breathings of some horn or flute,
That far off, broken by the eagle note

Of the Abyssinian trumpet,* swell and float!

‘Who leads this mighty army1—ask ye « who!»
And mark ye not those banuers of dark hue,
The Night and Shadow, 3 over yonder tent?—

It is the Caliph's glorious armament.

Roused in his palace by the dread alarms,

That hourly came, of the false prophet's arms,
And of his host of infidels, who burl'd
Defiance tierce at Islam 3 and the world ;—
Though worn with Grecian warfare, and behind
The veils of his bright palace calm reclined,

Yet brook'd he not such blasphemy should stain,
Thus unrevenged, the evening of bis reign,

But, having sworn upon the Holy Grave 4

To conquer or to perish, once more gave

His shadowy banners proudly to the breeze,
And with an army nursed in victories,

Here stands to crush the rebels that o’er-run

His blest and beauteous Province of the Sun.

Ne'er did the march of Mahadi display
Such pomp before ;—not even when on his way
To Mecca's temple, when both land and sea
Were spoil'd to feed the Pilgrim’s luxury; 3
When round him, 'mid the burning sands, he saw
Fruits of the north in icy freshness thaw,
And cool'd his thirsty lip, beneath the glow
Of Mecca's sun, with urns of Persian snow :—$
Nor e'er did armament more grand than that
Pour from the kingdoms of the Caliph
First in the van, the People of the Rock,7
On their light mountain steeds, of royal stock; L]
Then, chieftains of Damascus, proud to see
The flashing of their swords’ rich marquetry: 9
Men from the regions near the Volga's mouth,
Mix'd with the rude black archers of the south;
Aud Indian lancers, in white turban'd ranks
From the far Sinde, or Attock's sacred banks,
With dusky legions from the laod of Myrrh,'°
And many a mace-arm'd Moor and Mid-Sea islander.

Nor less in number, though more new and rude
In warfare’s school, was the vast multitude

1 o This trumpet is often ealled, in Abyssinia, nesser camo, which
signities the Note of the Eagle.s —Note of Baccs's Editor.

3 The two black standards borne before the Caliphs of the House of
Abbas were called, allegorically, The Night sud the Shadow.—Ses
Givsox.

3 The Mshometan Religion.

4 o The Persians swear by the Temb of Shab Besade, who is burled
at Casbin § and when one desires anetber to asseverats o mauer, he
will ask b f be dare swear by the Holy Grave.s —Saur,

5 Mabadi, ia s single pilgrimage to Mecca, expended six millions of
dinars of gold.

¢ Nivem Mecram app
Asorvena.

7 The inbabitants of Hejaz or Arabia Petrea, called by an Eastern
writer « The People of the Rock.» —Esx Havmar.

% . Those harses, called by the Arabians Koeblani, of whom a writ-
ten genealogy has heen kept for two thousand years. They are said
to derive their origin from Kiag Solomon's steeds.s —Nissoma.

® o Many of the figuies on the blades of their swords are wrought in
gold orsilver, or in marqueiry with small geme. —dsiat. Misc. vol. i.

10 Azb or Sabs.

it, rem ibi aut aut rare visam.

That, fired by zeal, or by oppression wrong'd,
Round the white dard of the Imp th
Besides his thousands of believers, blind,

Burning and headlong as the Samiel wind,—
Muny who felt, and more who fear'd to feel,

The bloody Islamite’s converting steel,

Flock'd to his banner ;—chiefs of the Uzbek race,
Waving their heron crests with martial grace; *
Turkomans, countless as their flocks, led forth
From the aromatic pastures of the north;

Wild warriors of the turquoise hills,>— and those -
Who dwell beyond the everlasting snows

Of Hindoo Kosh, 3 in stormy freedom bred,
Their fort the rock, their camp the torrent’s bed.
But none, of all who own'd the Chiefs command,
Rush'd to that battle-field withbolder hand,

Or sterner hate, than Iran's outlaw'd men,

Her Worshippers of fire é— all panting thea

For on the d S H
Vengeance at last for their dear country sparn’d,
Her throne usurp'd, and her bright shrines o'errurn’d.
From Yexd's$ eternal Mansion of the Fire,

Where aged saints in dreams of Heaven expire;
From Badku, and those fountains of blue flame
That burn into the Caspian, 6 fierce they came,
Careless for what or whom the blow was sped,

So vengeance triumph'd, and thelr tyrants bled!

d

Such was the wild and miscellaneous host,
That high in air their motley banners tost
Around the Prophet-Chief—all eyes still bent
Upon that glittering Veil, where'er it went,
That beacon through the battle’s stormy flood,
That rainbow of the field, whose showers were bloed!

Twice hath the sun upon their conflict set,
And risen again, and found them grappling yet;
While steams of carnage, in his noon-tide blaze,
Smoke up to | hot as that crimson haze
By which the prostrate caravan is awed,
In the Red Degert, when the wind 's abroad!
«On, Swords of God !» the panting Caliph calls,—
« Thrones for the living—Tleaven for him who falls'»—
«On, brave avengers, on,» Mokanna cries,
« And Eblis blast the recreant slave that flies!s
Now comes the brunt, the crisis of the day—
They clash—they strive—the Caliph’s troops give way!

! o The chiefs of the Uzbek Tartars wear a plame of white harea's
feathers in their turbass.v—Lccount of Independent Tartary.

¥ 1a the monntains of Nishapour and Tews (in Kireraseys) they
fod tarquoises.—Fax Havzar.

3 Forad ion of these
Ecrminsrons's Cawbul.

4 The Ghebers or Guebres, those eriginal matives of Porsia, whe
adhered to their ancient faith, the religion of Zorosster. and whe,
after the eonquest of their country by the Arabs, were either peree-
cuted at bome, or forced to become wanderers abread.

3 « Yezd, the chief residence of those aucient natives, whe
the Sun and the Fire, which latter they beve carefully kepe ligheod,
without being once extinguished for s moment, above three thomsnd
years, on & monausin aear Yezd, called Ater Quedab, siguifyiag the
House or Mansioa of the Fire. He is rerkoned very uufortwaes
who dies off that movntain.o—Srxenen’s Persia.

¢ « When the weather is hasy, the springs of Naptha (on un ished
near Buku) boil up the higher, and the Naptha oficn takes fire oo
the surface of the carth, and ruas in & flame iato the sea to a dissenre
almost incredible.s —Hawwar, on the Bverlasting Fire at Baku.

.
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self placks the black banaer down,
he Orient World's imperial crown

bin his grasp—when, bark, that shout!
d bath check'd the tlying Moslems’ rout,
hey tarn—they rally—at their bead
(like those angel youths, who led,

s pamoply of heaven's own mail,

pions of the Faith through Beder's vale) *
gifted with ten thousand lives,

be fierce pursaers’ blades, and drives

e maliitudioous torrent back,

'e and coarage kindle in his track,

ich step, his bloody falchion makes
istas through which victory breaks!
shanoa, ‘midst the general tlight,

ie the red moda on some stormy night,
« fagitive clouds that, hurrying by,

7 her umshaken in the sky!—

 yells his desperate curess out,

‘h promiscuously to all aboat,

at charge, and coward friends that fly,

s of all the Great Arch-enemy!
spreade—a«a miracle!» throughout

'm ranks, « a miracle!s they shout,

; on that youth, whose coming seems
glory, such as breaks in dreams;

{ sword, true as o'er billows dim

le tracks the load-star, following him!

ow'rds Mokanaa now he cleaves his nath,
t cleaves, as though the bolt of wrath
from heaven withheld its awful burst
aker beads, and souls but half-way curst,
o'er him, the mightiest and the worst!
his speed—though in that hour of blood,
sod’s geraphs round Mokanna stood,

»rds offire, ready like fate to fall,

I's soul would have defied them all ;—
the rush of fugitives, too strong

an force, hurries even him along;

1e struggles ‘mid the wedged arruy

' thousands.—he is borne away;

sole joy his baftled spiric knows

weed flight is—murdering. as he goes!

a tiger, whom the torrent's might

s in some parch’d ravine at night,

ven in drowning, oa the wretched flocks

ith him in that snow-flood from the rocks,

the Jast, devouring on his way,

the stream he hath not power to stay!

il Alla!s—the glad shout renew—

kbar !»>—the Caliph's in Merou.

t your gilded tapesiry in the streets,

1t your shrines and chaunt your ziraleets ;3
rds of God have trinmph’'d—oa his throne
biph sits, and the Veil'd Chief hath flown.
es not envy that young warrior now,

@ great vicsory geined by Mahemed at Bedor, he was 00—
the Monuimans, by three thoasand engels. led by Gabriel
va bis borve Nisram. —See The Koran and its Commen-

Pechir, or ery of the Arabs. o Alla Akber e says Ocarar,

iod is st mighty o

rdvaleet is o kind of choras which the women of the Eont

joyfal eerasions. —Resss

To whom the Lord of Islam bends his brow,

I all the graceful gratitude of power,

For his throne's safety in that perilous boar?

Who doth not wonder, when, amidst the acclaim
Of thousands, heralding to heaven his name—
‘Mid all those bolier harmoaies of fame,

Which sound along the path of virtuous souls,
Like music round a planet as it rolls!—

He turns away coldly, as if vome gloom

Hung o'er his heart no triamphs can illume ;—
Some sightless grief, upon whose blasted gase
Though glory’s light may play, in vain it plays!
Yes, wretched Azim! thine is such a grief,
Beyond all hope, all terror, all relief;

A dark, cold calm, which nothing now can break,
Or warm or brighten,—like that Syrian Lake,*
Upon whose surface morn and summer shed
Their smiles in vain, for all beneath is dead '—
learts there have been, o'er which this weight of woe
Came by long use of suffering. tame and slow ;
But thine, lost youth ! was sudden—over thee

It broke at once, when all seem’d ecatasy!

When Hope look'd ap, and saw the gloomy past
Melt into splendoar, and hliss dawn at last—

‘T was then. even then, o'er joys <o freshly blown,
This mortal blight of misery came down;

Fven thea the full warm gushiogs of thy heart
Were check'd—like fount-drops, frozen as they start!
And there, like them, cold, sunles relics hang,
Each tix'd and chill'd into a lasting pang!

One sole desire, cne passion now remaims,
To keep life’s fever still withia his vcios,—
Vengeance!—dire vengeance on the wretch who cast
O'er him and all he loved that ruinous blast.
For this, when rumours reach'd him in his Biglht
Far, far away, after that fatal night,—
Rumours of armies, throaging 1o the attack.
OF the Veil'd Chief,—for this he wing'd him beck,
Fleet as the vulture speeds to flags unfurid,
And came wheu all seem’d lost, and wildly hurl'd
Himslf into the scale, and saved a world!
For this he ptill lives on, careless of all
The wreaths that glory on his path lets fall;
For this alone exists—like lightning-fire,
To speed onc bolt of vengeance, and expire!

But safe as yet that 8pirit of Evil lives;
With a small band of desperate fugitives,
The last sole stubborn fragment, left unriven,
Of the proud host that late stood fronting heaven,
e gain'd Merou—breathed a short curse of bleod
O'er his lost throne—then pase’d the Jihon's fleod,?
Awnd gathering all, whose mad of belief
Still saw 2 Saviour in their down-fall'n chief,
Raiscd the white hanner within Neksheb's gates,?
And there, untamed, the approaching conqueror waits.

Of all his Haram, all that busy hive,
With music and with sweets sparkling alive,
He took but one, the partaer of his flight,
One, not for love—not for her beauty's light—

* The desd Sou, which coatnas neither animal nor veggtable hife.
3 The aucient Onus.
Y A enny of Transesiania.
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For Zelica stood withering ‘midst the gay,

Wan as the blossom that fell yesterday

From the Alma tree and dies, while overliead
To-day's young Hlower is springing in its stead!*
No, not for love—the deepest damn’d must be
Touch'd with heaven's glory, cre such fiends as he
Can fcel one glimpse of love’s divinity!

But no, she is his victim ;—there lie all

Her charms for hita—charms that can ncver pall,
As long as hell within his heart can stir,

Or onc faint trace of heaven isleft in her.

To work an angel's ruin,—to beliold

As white a page as Virtae e'er unroll'd

Rlacken, beneath his touch, into a scroll

Of damning sins, seal'd with a burning soul—
This is his tri this the joy 8

That ranks him among demons all but first!
This gives the victim, that before him lics
Dlighted and lost, a glory in his eyes,

A light like that with which hell-fire illumes

The ghastly, writhing wretch whom it consumes!

But other tasks now wait him—tasks that need
All the deep daringuess of thought and deed
With which the Dives? have gifted him—for mark,
Over yon plains, which night had else made dark,
Thosc lanterns, countless as the winged lights
That spangle India's ficlds on showery nights,3
Far as their formidable gleams they shed,
The mighty tents of the beleaguerer spread,
Glimmering along the horizon's dusky line,
And thence in nearer circles, till they shine
Among the founts and groves, o'er which the town
In all its arm'd magnilicence looks down. ’
Yet, fcarless, from his lofty battlements
Mokanna views that multitude of tents;
Nay, smiles to think that, though entoil'd, besct,
Not less than myriads dare to front him yet;—
That, friendless, throncless, he thus stands at bay,
Even thus a match for myriads such as they!
« Oh! for a sweep of that dark angel's wing,
Who brush'd the thousands of the Assyrian kingé
To darkness in a2 momeat, that [ might :
People lell's chambers with yon host to-pight!
But come what may, let who will grasp the throne,
Caliph or Prophet, man alike shall groan;
Let who will torture him, priest, caliph, king,
Alike this loathsome world of his shall ring
With victims' shrieks and howlings of the slave,—
Sounds that shall glad me even ‘within my grave!s
" Thus to himsclf—but to the scanty train
Still lcft around Lim, a far different strain:
«Glorious defenders of the sacred crown
1 bear from heaven, whuse light nor blood shall drown
Nor shadow of earth eclipse ;—bcfore whose gems
The paly pomp of this world's diadems,

1 « You mever can cast your eyes oa this tree, but you meet there
cither blossoms or fruit : snd ss the blossom drops underneath os the
ground (which is frequently covered with these purple-coloured flowers),
wthers come forth in their stead,» ete. ete.—Ninomosr.

3 The demons of the Persian myibology,

3 Canasat mentions the re-ies in India durisg the rainy season.
—Sec his Travels.

¢ Senuachenb, called by the orientals King of Moussal. —D'Hza-

Lo,

The crown of Gerashid, the pillar'd throne

Of Parviz,* and the heron crest that shone?
Magnificent, o'er Ali's beauteous eyes,?

Fade like the stars when morn is in the skies:
Warriors, rejoice—the port, to which we ‘ve pass'd
O'er destiny’s dark wave, beams out at last!
Victory's our own—'t is written in that Book
Upon whose leaves none but the angels look,

That Islam’s sceptre shall beneath the power

Of her great foe fall broken in that hour,

When the moon’s mighty orb, before all eyes,
From Nekshicb's Iloly Well portentoasly shall rise!
Now turn and sce!s—

They tura'd, and as he spoke
A sudden splendour all d them broke,
And they beheld an orb, ample and bright,
Rise from the Holy Well, and cast its light
Round the rich city and the plain for miles—4
Flingiog such radiance o'er the gilded tiles
Of maony a dome and fair-roof d minaret,

- | As autumn suns shed round them when they set!

Instant from all who saw the illusive sign

A murmur broke—« Miraculous! divine!»

The Gheber bow'd, thinking his idol star

Had waked, and burst impatient through the bar
Of midnight, to inflame him to the war!

While he of Moussa's creed saw, in that ray,

The glorious Light which, in his freedom’s day,
Had rested on the Ark, 5 and now again

Shone out to biess the breaking of his chain'!

«To victory! is at once the cry of all—
Nor stands Mokanna loitering at that call;
But instant the huge gates are flung aside,
And forth, like a diminuti in-tide
Into the boundless sca, they speed theig course
Right on into the Moslem’s mighty force.

The watchmen of the cnmp,—-'vl:o,in their rounds,
tlad pauscd and even forgot the punctual sounds

OF the small drum with which they count the night$
To gaze upon that supernatural light,—

Now sink beneath an unexpected arm,

Aund in a death-groan give their last alarm.

« On for the lamps, that light yon lofty screen,?

Nor blunt your blades with massacre so mean ;
There rests the Caliph—speed—one lucky lance

May now achieve mankind's deli »

$ Chosroes. For the description of his Throme or Palace, see Gis-
sox and D'Hznsmer.

3 o The crown of Gerushid is cloudy und tarnished hefore the berea
taftof thy turban.e—From ome of the elegirs or songe in praise of
Ali, writte in characters of gold round the gallery of ALbas’s tounh.—
See Cmanmin.

3 The beavty of Ali's eyes was 00 remarkable, that whemever the
Prisians would deseribe any thing as very lovely, they say itis dyn
Hali, or the Byes of Ali, —Cziamx.

4 o« 1l amusa pendant deux mois le peaple de la ville de Nehbached,
ea faisant sortir toutes les muits du fond d'un puits un corps lumisem
semblable 3 la luse, qui portait sa lumidre jusqu's la discance de
plasieurs mnlles.s —~D’Hasszsor. Heace he was called Sazendéh msb,
or the Moon-maker.

5 The Sbechinah, called Saklnat in the Koran.—See Sire’s New,
chap. ii.

-Pm parts of the night are made knows as wall by instraments of
muic, as by the rounds of the vatchmen with cries and small drums.
Sce Buases s Oriental Customs, vol. i. p. 129.

7 The Serrapurda, high sercens of red cloth, wtiffened wish case,
ased to inclosea considerable space round the royal scats. —Notes on
the Bakardenush.
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te the die—such as they oaly cast

ature for a world, and stake their last.

1’s o longer with him—blade for blade

3p 10 meet them throagh the glimmering shade,
the clash is heard, new legions socon

the spot,—like bees of Kauseroon,*

brill timbrel's summoas, till, at length,

sty camp swarms out in all its strength,

k 10 Neksheb's gates, covering the plain
adem slaughter, drives the adventurous train;
the last of whom, the Silver Veil

fittering at times, like the white sail

toes'd vessel, on a stormy night,

} the tempest's momentary light !

ath mot this brought the proud spirit low?
'd bis brow, nor check'd his daring? No.
Ralf the wretches, whom at night be lod
ses and victory, lie disgraced and desd.,
miog hears him, with unshrinking crest,
ot of thrones, and victory 10 the rest ;—

7 belicve him!—ol. the lover may

that look which steals his soul away ;—

¢ may cease to thiok that it can play
aven's rainbow ;—alchymists may doubt
iing gold their crucible gives out—

b, fanatic Faith, once wedded fast

: dear falsehood, hugs it to the last.

well the Impostor knew all lures and arts,
sifer e’er taught to tangle bearts :

d these last bold workings of his plot
men's souls, is Zelica forgot.

Zelica! had reason been

through half the horrors thou bast seen,
ver couldst have borne it—Death had come
sod taken thy wruong spirit home.

s BOL 50— (Orpor, a suspense

ghet, almost of life, came o'cr the intense
semate struggles of that fearful night,

er last hope of peace and heaven took flight :
ugh, at times, a gleam of frcnzy broke—
gh some dull volcano's veil of smoke

s flashiogs now and then will start,

bow the fire s still busy at its beart;

she mostly wrapp'd in sullen gloom,—

1 as Azim’s, brooding o'er its doom,

u without, as is the brow of death,

msy worms are jpawing underneath!—
blank and pulseless torpor, free

ought or paia, a seal'd up apatby,

eft her oft, with scarce one living thrill,

1, pale victim of her torturer's will.

, as in Merou, e had her deck'd

sly out, the priestess of the sect;

ber glitteriog forth Lefore the eyes
ade train, as to a sacrifice ;

\ shie, the young devoted bride

erce Nile, when, deck'd in all the pride
ul pomp, she sinks iato Lis tide!?

the groves of wraage trees ot Kautervon, the bees cull o

otom sull subsisting ot this day swoms o me to prove that
inne formerly sairibied a yousg virgia 1o the God of the

Aud while the wretched maid hung down her head,
And stood, 2s oae just risen from the dead,

Amid that gazing crowd, the fiend would tell

His credulous slaves it was some charm or spell
Possess'd ber now,—and from that darken'd trance
Should dawn ere long their Faith's deliverance.

Or if, at times, goaded by guilty shame,
llefwulmronud,ndwud-ofnlduua-e

I the bold blasph would

Her raviags into oracles of fate,

Would hail Heaven's signals in her flashing eyes,
And call ber shrieks the language of the skies !

h(munlen‘lhhuum—d.put-m

i d; and famine comes to ‘lenn
All llnt the sword had left unreapd :—in vain
At morn and eve across the northern plain
He looks imp for the promised spears
OFf the wild Hordes and Tartar mountaineers:
They come not—while his fierce beleaguerers pour
Engines of havoc in, unknown before,
And horrible as new ;'—javelios, that fly
Eowreathed with smoky flames through the dark shy,
And red-hot globes that, opening as they mount,
Discharge, as from a kindled Naptha foant,
Showers of consuming fire o'er all below;
Looking, as through the illumined night they go,
Like those wild birds? that, by the Magians oft,
At festivals of fire, were sent aloft
Into the air, with blazing faggots tied
To their huge wings, scattering combustion wide'
All night, the groans of wretches who expire,
In agony, beneath these darts of fire,
Ring through the city—while, descending o'er
Its shrines and domes and streets of sycamore ;—
Its lone bazaars, with their bright cloths of gold,
Since the last peaceful pageant left unroll'd ;—
Its beauteous marble baths, whose idle jets
Now gush with blood ;—and its tall minarets,
That late have stood up in the evening glare
Of the red sun, unhallow'd by a prayer;—
O'er each, in warn, the drudful ﬂnm&holu fall,
And death aad contl
The desolate city bold high festival!

Mokanna sees the world is his no more ;
One sting at parting, and his grasp is o'er.
« What! drooping now '»—thus, with uablushing check,
He bails the few, who yet can hear him speak,
Of all tho.e tamishd slaves, around him lying,
And by the light of blazing temples dying;—
« What! drooping now!—now, when at length we press
Homc o'er the very threshold of success ;

Nile; for they now make a statue of earth in shape of a girl, 1o wbich
they give the name of the Betrothed Bride, and throw it inte the river.o
Savaar.

! The Greeb fire, which was occasienally lent by the Emperons Lo
their allies. « It was,s says Gissen, o cither lswached in red-bot balls
of stone and irve, or darted in arrows and jeveling, tuisted roaud with
fas aad 10w, which bad derply imbibed the infammable oil.¢

? o At the grest festival of fire, colled the Sheb->csé, they used t»
oet bre 1o large busibes of dry combustibles, Lsicord rowad wild
beasts and birds, ubich being thea let losse, the air and carth ap-
peared oae grest illumination ; end o8 these ternfied creatures matu-
rally fed 10 the wood for shelicr, it is casy to conceive the conllagia-
toms they produced.s — Ricuannsws’s Dussertation.
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When Alla from our ranks hath thinn'd away
Those grosser branches, that kept out Lis ray
Of favour from us, and we stand at length

Ueirs of his light and children of his strength,
The chosen few, who shall survive the fall

Of kings and throues, triumphant over all !

Have you then lost, weak murmurers as you are,
All faith in him, who was your Light, your Star?
Have you forgot the eye of glory, hid

Peneath this Veil, the tlashing of whose lid
Could, like a sun-stroke of the desert, wither
Millions of such as younder Chief brings hither?
Long have its lightniogs slept—too } but now
All earth shall feel the vaoveiling of this brow !
To-night!—yes, sainted men! this very night,

1 bid you all to a fair festal rite,
Where,—having deep refresh'd each weary limb
With viands such as feast Heaven's cherubim,
And kindled up your souls, now sunk and dim,
With that pure wine the dark-eyed maids above
Keep, seal'd with precious musk, for those they love,—!
I will myself uncurtainio your sight

The wonders of this brow's ineffable light;

Then lead you forth, and with a wink disperse
Youn myriads, howling through the universe '»

Eager they listen—while each accent darts
New life into their chill'd and hope-sick hearts;—
Such treaclierous life as the cool draught supplies
To him upon the siake, who drinks and dies !
Wildly they point their lances to the light
OF the fast-sinking sun, and shout « to-night!»—
« To-night,» their Chief re-echoes, in a voice
Of fiend-like mockery that bids hell rejoice !
Deluded victims—never hath this earth
Seen mourving half so mournful as their mirth !
Here, to the few, whose iron frames had stood
This racking waste of famine and of blood,
Faiut, dying wretches clung, from whom the shout
Of triumph like a maniac's laugh broke out;—
There, others, lighted by the ing fire,
Danced, like wan ghosls about a funeral pyre,
Amony the dead and dying, strewd around ;—
While some pale wretch look'd on, and from his wound
Plucking the fiery dart by which he bled,
in ghastly transport waved it o'cr his head !

T was more than midnight now—a fearful pause
flad follow'd the long sk the wild appl
That lately from those royal gardens burst,
Where the Veil'd demon lield his feast accurst,
When Zelica—alas, poor ruin'd heart,
Tn every horror doom'd to bear its part!—
Was bidden to the banquet by a slave,
‘Whio, while his quivering lip the summons gave,
Grew black, as though the shadows of the grave
Compass'd him round, und, ere he could repeat
His message through, fell lifeless at her feet !
Shuddering she went—a soul-felt pang of fear,
A presage that her own dark doom was near,
Roused every feeling, and brought reason back
Once more, to writhe her last upon the rack.
All round seem'd tranquil—even the foe had ccased,
As if aware of that demoniac feast,

¥ o The righteous sball be given to driuk of pure wine, sealed . the
seal whereof sliall be musk.c —Koran, cbap. lxasii.

¥

His fiery bolts; and though the heavens look'd red,

T was but some distant conflagration's spread.

But hark!—she stops—she listens—dreadful tone!

‘Tis her Tormentor's langh—and now, a groan,

A long death-groan comes with it—can this be

The place of mirthi, the bower of revelry?

She enters—Holy Alla, what a sight

Was there before her! By the glimmering light

Of the pale dawn, mix'd with the Hare of brands

That round lay bnmmg. dropp'd fmm lifeless hnnlb,

She saw the board, in splendid

Rich censers breathing—garlands overhe-d

The urns, the cups, from which they late had quaffd,

All gold and gems, but—what bad been the draught!?

Oh! who need ask, that saw those livid guests,

With their swoll'n heads sunk blackening on their
breasts,

Or looking pale to Heaven with glassy glare,
As if they sought but saw no mercy there;

As if they felt, though poison rack'd them through,
Remorse the deadlier torment of the two !

While some, the bravest, hardiest in the train

Of their false Chief, who on the battle-plain

Would have met death with transport by his side,
tHere mute and helpless gasp'd ;—but as they died,
Look'd horrible vengeance with their eyes’ Jast etrain,
And clench'd the slackening hand at him in vain.

d,

Dreadful it was to see the ghastly stare,
The stony look of horror and despair,
Which some of these expiring victims cast
Upon their souls’ tormentor 1o the Jast;—
Upou that mocking Fiend, whose Veil, now raised,
Show'd them, as in death’s agony they gazed,
Not the long promised light, the brow, whose beaming
Was to come forth, all conquering, all redecming,
But features horribler than liell e'er traced
On its own brood !—no Demon of the Waste,?
No church-yard Ghole, caught lingering in the light
Of the bless'd sun, e'er blasted buman sight
With lincaments so foul, so fierce as those
The Impostor now, in grinaing mockery, shows—
«There, ye wise Saints, beliold your Light, your Star,—
Ye would be dupes and victims, and ye are. ...
Is it enough? or must I, while a thrill )
Lives in your sapieut bosoms, chieut you sull?
Swear that the burning death ye feel within
Is but the trance with which Heaven's joys begin ;
That this foul visage, foul as c'er disgraced
Even monstrous man, is—after God's owa taste ;
Aud that—but see !—ere I have half-way said
My greetings through, the uncourteous souls are fled.
Farewell, sweet spirits! not in vain ye die, i
IF Eblis loves you balf so well as L.— J
Ha, my youuy bride !—'tis well—take thou thy seat;
Nay, come—no shuddering—did'st thou never meet
The dead before?—They graced our wedding, sweet ;
And these, my guests to-night, have brimm'd so true
Their parting cups, that thou shalt pledge one too.
But—how is this?—all empty? all drunk up?
ot lips have been before thee in the cup,

1 « The Afghauns belicve rach of the numerous solitades and desents
of their country to be inlabited by a losely demon, whom they nll
the Ghoolee Beeabau, or Spirit of the Waste. They oftea iBesteate '
the wildness of any sequestered tribe, by suying, they are wild s the
U won of the Waste.s —Ecrmmsronr’s Canbul. I
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t0 warm a gentle Priestess’ veins;—
ink—and should thy lover's conquering arms
ither, ere thy lip lose all its charms,

a bat half this venom is thy kiss,

forgive my haughty rival's bliss!

me—1I too must die—but ot like these
kling things, to fester in the breeze;

this brow in ruffian triumph shown,
death’s grimness added to its own,

0 dust beneath the taunting eyes

s, exclaiming « There his Godship lies !s—
sed race—since first my soul drew breath,
been my dupes, and shall be, even in death.
fst yoa cistern in the shade—'t is fill'd
raing drugs, for this last hour distilfd;—
U 1 plunge me, in that liquid Bame—

to lave a dyiog Prophet's frame'—

rish, all—ere pulse of thine shall fail—

¢ ome limb to tell maokind the tale.

my votaries, wheresoe'er they rave,

1 that Heaven took back the Saint it gave ;—
¢ but vanish'd from this earth awhile,
again, with bright, unshrouded smile ;
they baild me altars in their zeal,

maves shall minister and fools shall koeel ;
'sith may mutter o'er her mystic spell,

im blood—and Bigotry may swell

be spreads for Heaven with blasts from llell!
my baaner, through long ages, be

rimg siga of frand and anarchy ;—

t saborn shall rue Mokanna's name,

ugh | die, my spirit, still the same,

Ik abroad in all the stormy strife,

¢, and blood, that were its bliss in life!

k! their battering engine shakes the wall—
:it shake~—thus I can brave them all.

of me shall greet them, when they come,
B trust thy faitli, for—thou ‘It be dumb.

tk bow readily a wretch like me

old plunge commences Deity'»

uog and sunk, as the Jast words were said—
osed the burning waters o'er his head,

was lefi—withia the ring

wide walls the only living thing ;

' wretched one, still cursed with breath,

1t frightful wilderaess of death !

esome bloodless ghost,—such as, they tell,
ne Cities of the Silent* dwell,

e, unseen of all but Avta, sit

its own pale carcase, watching it.

orn is up, and a fresh warfure stirs
out the camp of the beleaguerers.
sbes of fire (the dread artillery, lent
e 10 conquering Mabadi), are spent ;

' the scorpion’s shaft, the quarry sent
g balistas, and the shielded throng
s swinging the huge ram along,—

‘have all a great reverenre for buriskgreunds, whin bk they
sl by the poetwcal same of Cities of the Silent, and which
v wnh she ghosts of the deparied, who sii cach at the bead
pave, ible 1o mortal cyes.s —E

All speak the imputient Ismalite’s intent

To try, at length, if tower and batiement

And bastion'd wall be not less bard to wia,

Less tough to break down, than the bearts within.
First in impatience and in toil is be,

The burning Asim—oh! could be but see

The Impostor once alive within his grasp,

Not the gaunt lion's hug, nor boa's clasp,

Could match that gripe of Veageance, or keep pace
With the fell heartiness of Hate's embrace !

Loud rings the penderous ram against the walls !
Now shake the ramparts, now a b falls,
But still no breach—« once more, one mighty swing
Of all your beams, together thundering '»
There—the wall shakes—the shouting troops exult—
« Quick, quick discharge your weightiest catapult
Right on that spot, and Neksheb is our own !»—
T is done—the battl come crashing dowa,
And the huge wall, by that stroke riven in two,
Yawniog, like some old crater, reat anew,
Shows the dim, desolate city smoking through !
But strange ! Do signs of life—nought living seen
Above, below—what can this stiliness mean?
A minute’s pause suspends all hearts and eyes—
« lo through the breach,» impetuous Azim cries;
But the cool Caliph, fearful of some wile
Io this blaok stiliness, chechs the troops awhile.—
Just thean a figure, with slow step, advanced
Forth from the ruin'd walls ; and, as there glanced
A sunbeam over it, all eyes could see
The well-known Silver Veil '—« Tis He, "tis He,
Mokaona, and alone!» they shont around ;
Young Azim from bis steed springs to the ground—
« Minc, holy Caliphi ! mine,» he cries, « the task
To crush yon daring wretch—"t is all | ask.»
Eager e darts 10 meet the demoa foe,
Who still across wide heaps of ruin slow
And falteringly comes, till they are near;
Then, with a bouud, rushes oo Azim's spear,
And, casting off the Veil in falling, shows—
Oh !—"t is his Zelica's life-blood that lows!

« | meant not, Azim.» soothingly she said,
As on his trembling arm she lean'd her head,
And, lookiog in his face, saw anguish there
Beyond all wounds the quivering flesh cau bear—
« | meaut not thou shouldst have the pain of this ;—
Though death, with thee thus tasted, is a bliss
Thou wouldst not rob me of, dulst thou but know
How oft I've pray'd to God I might dic so!
But the Ficnd's venom was too scant and slow ;—
To linger on were maddening—and | thought
If once that Veil—nay, look not on it—caught
The eyes of your fierce soldiery, | should be
Struck by a thousand death-darts instantly.
Bat this is sweeter—oh! believe me, yes—
U would not change this sad, but dear caress,
This death within thy arms I would pot give
For the most smiling life the happiest live!
All that stood dark and drear before the eyc
Of my stray'd soul, is passing swiftly by
A light comes o'er me from those looks of love,
Like the first dawa of mercy from above ;
And if thy lips but tell me I'm forgiven,
Angels will ccho the blest words in lleaven !

—
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But live, my Azim;—oh! to call thee mine

Thus oace again! my Azim—dream divine!

Live, if thou ever lovedst me, if to meet

Thy Zelica hereafter would be sweet,

Oh live to pray for her—to bend the knee

Morning and night before that Deity,

To whom pure lips and hearts without a stain,

As thine are, Azim, never breathed in vain,—

And pray that He may pardon her,—may take

Compassion on her soul for thy dear sake,

And, nought remembering but her love to thee,

Make her all thine, all His, cternally!

Go to those happy fields where first we twined

Our youthful hearts togetl very wind

That meets thee there, fresh from the well-known
flowers,

Will bring the of those i hours

Rack to thy soul, and thou mayst feel again

For thy poor Zelica as thou didst then.

So shall thy orisons, like dew that flics

To Heaven upon the morning’s sunshine, rise

With all love's earliest ardour to the skies !

And should they—but alas! my senses fail —

Oh, for one minute !—should thy praycrs prevail—

If pardon'd souls may from that World of Bliss

Reveal their joy to those they lovc in this,—

I'll come to thee—in some sweet dream—and tell—

Oh Heaven—I die—dear love ! farewell, farewell.»

Time fleeted—years on years had pass'd away,
And few of those who on that mournful day
Had stood, with pity in their eyes, to sec
The maiden’s death and the youth's agony,
Were living still—when, by a rustic grave
Beside the swift Amoo's transparent wave,
An aged man, who had grown aged there
By that lone grave, morning and night in prayer,
For the last time knelt down—and, though the shade
Of death hung darkening over him, there play'd
A gleam of rapture on his eye and check,
That brighten'd even death—like the last streak
Of intense glory on the horizon's brim,
When night o'er all the rest hangs chill and dim.—
His soul had scen a vision, while he slept ;
She, for whose spirit he bad pray'd and wept
So many years, had come to him, all dress'd
In angel smiles, and told him she was bless'd!
For this the old man breathed his thaoks, and died.—
And there, upon the bavks of that loved tide,
He and his Zelica sleep side by side.

Taz story of the Veiled Prophet of Khorassan being
cnded, they were now doomed to hcar Fadladeen's cri-
ticisms upon it. A scries of disappointments and acci-
dents had occurred to this learned Chamberlain during
the journey. In the first place, those couriersstationed,
as in the reign of Shah Jehan, between Delhi and the
Western coast of India, to sccure a constant supply of
mangoes for the royal table, had, by some cruel irregu-
larity, failed in their duty ; and to eat any mangoes but
those of Mazagong was, of course, impossible. In the
uext place, the elephant, laden with his fine antique
porcelain, had in an unusnal fit of liveliness shattered
the whole set to pieces:—au irreparable loss, as many

of the vessels were so exquisitely old as to have beea
used under the Emperors Yan and Chun, who reigned
many ages before the dynuly of 'l‘-ng His Koran too,

pposed to be the identical copy b the leaves of
which Mahomet's favorite pigeon used to mestle, had
been mislaid by his Koran-bearer three whole days;
oot without much spiritual alarm to Fadladeen, who,
though professing to hold, with other loyal and ortlio-
dox Mussulmans, that salvation could only be found in
the Koran, was strongly suspected of believing in his
heart, that it could only be found in his own particalar
copy of it. When to all these grievances is added the
obstinacy of the cooks, in putting the pepper of Canara
into his dishes i d of the ci of Serendib, we
may easily suppose that he came to the task of criti-
cism with, at least, a sufficient degree of irritability for
the purpose.

« In order,» said he, importantly swinging about bis
chaplet of pearls, « to convey with clearness my opinion
of the story this young man has related, it is necessary
to take a review of all the stories that have ever——»
-Hygood"‘“’ !» exclaimed the Princess, inter-
rupting Lim, « we really do not deserve that you
should give yourself so much trouble. Your opisiea
of the poem we have just heard will, I have no doult,
be abundantly cdifying, without any further waste of
your valuable erudition.» « If-that be all,» replied the
critic,—evidently mortified - at not being allowed w0
show how much he knew about every thing, but the
subject immediately before him—« if that be all that
is required, the matter is easily dispatched.» He thea
procceded to analyse the poem, in that strain (so well
known to the unfortunate bards of Delhi), whose cen-
sures were an infliction from which few recovered, and
whose very praises were like the honey extracted from
the bitter Howers of the aloe. The chief personages of
the story were, if he rightly understood them, an ili-
favoured gentleman, with a veil over his face;—a
young lady, whose reason went and came according =
it suited the poct’s convenience to be sensible or other-
wise;—and a youth in one of those hideous Bucharian
bounets, who took the aforesaid gentleman iu a veil
for a Divinity. « From such materials,» said he, « what
can be expected1—after rivalling each other in long
speeches and absurdities, through some thousands of
lines, as indigestible as the filberds of Berdaa, our
friend in the veil jumps into a tub of aquafortis; the
young lady dies in a sct speech, whose only recommen-
dation is that it is her last; and the Jover lives on 103
good old age, for the laudable purpose of seeing her
ghost, which Le at last happily accomplishes and -
pires. This, you will allow, is a fair summary of the
story ; and if Nasser, the Arabian merchant, told mo
better, our Holy Prophet (to whom be all honour and
glory!) bhad no need to be jealous of his abilities for
story-telling.»?

With respect to the style, it was worthy of the mat-
ter;—it had not ecven those politic contrivances of
structure, which make up for the commonness of the

houghts Ly the ity of the , nor that
statcly poetical phraseology by which sentiments, mess

! La lecture de ces Fables plaisait si fort aux Arabes, qur, quand
Mabomet les entretenait de I'Histoire de I'Ancien Testamens, il I
méprisairat, lui disant que celles que Nasser leur rarentait éiem
besucoup plus belles.  Cette préference attita & Nasser Lo maaleodictnn
dec Mal et de tous ses discipl V'R
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smselves, like the blacksmith's® apron converted
1 banner, are so casily gilt and embroidered into
quence. Then, as to the versification, it was, to
o worse of it, execrable: it had neither the co-
flow of Ferdosi, the sweetness of Hafez, nor the
atious march of Sedi; but appeared to him, in
neasy heaviness of its movements, to have becn
lled aupon the gait of a very ur«l dromedary
censes too in which it indulged were unpar
—for instance this line, and lhe poem abounded
eh—

Like the faint, exquisiie music of 2 dream.

it eritic that can count,» <aid Fadladeen, « and
s full complement of fingers 1o count withal,
| tolerate for an instant such syllabic superflui-
~—He here looked round, and discovered that
of his audience were asleep ; while the glimmer-
mps seemed lullnﬂi to follow their example. It
e Y. fore, | r painful to him-
o put an end to his valuable nmmudvﬂ'uou for
esent, and he accordingly concluded, with an air
mified candour, thus:—« Notwithstanding the
‘ations which 1 have thought it my duty to make,
’y Do means my wich to discourage the young
~—s0 far from it, indeed, that if he will bat to-
Iter bis style of writing and thinking, 1 have very
loabt that I shall be vastly pleased with him. »
ie days elapsed, after thic harangue of the Great
berlain, before Lalla Rookh could venture to ask
other story. The youth was still 2 welcome guest
pavilion;—to ome heart, perhaps, too danger-
welcome—bat all mention of poetry was, as if
mmon consent, avoided. Though none of the
bad much respect for Fadladren, yet his cen-
‘thus magisterially delivered, evidently made an
wion on them all. The Poet himself, to whom
m was quite a new operation (being wholly un-
1 in that Paradise of the Indies, Cashmere), felt
ock as it is generally felt at first, till use has
it more tolerable to the patient;—the ladies be-
saspect that they ought not to be pleased, and
1 10 conclude that there must have been much
ense in what Fadladeen said, from its baving set
ill s0 soundly to sleep;—while the selfcompla-
hamberlain was left to triumph in the idea of
, for the hundred and fiftieth time in bis life,
tished a poet. Lalla Rookh alone—and Love
why—persisted in being delighted with all she
ard, and in resolving to hear more as speedily as
le. ller manner, however, of first returning to
bject was unlucky. It was while they rested
the heat of noon near a fountain, on which
uand had rudely traced those well-known words
the Garden of Sadi,—« Many, like me, have
this fountain, but they are gone, and their eyes
wed for ever!s—that she took occasion, from
lancholy beauty of this passage, to dwell upon
wrms of poetry in general. « It is true,» she said,
poets can imitate that sublime bird, which flies
in the air, and never touches the earth:*—it is
ice in many ages a genius appears, whose words,

Blackomith Goo. she surcesefally resisted the tyrant Zohak,
@ aprou became the Royel Standard of Pervia.
Hema,

like those on the Written Mountais, last for ever:—
but still there are some, as delightful perbaps, though
not so wonderful, who, if not stars over our head, are
at least flowers along our path, and whose sweetness of
the momeut we ought gratefully to inbale, without
calling upon them for a brightness and a durability
beyoml their pature. Io short,» continued she, blush-
ing, asif of being caught in an iom, wit
is quite cruel that a poet cannot wander through his re.
gions of enchantment, without having a critic for ever,
like the old Man of the Sea, upon his back !»' —Fadla-
deen, it was plain, took Lhis Jast juckless allusion to
himself, and would treasure it up in bis mind as a
whetstone for his next A sudden sil

sucd ; and the Princess, glancing a look at Fenmon.
saw plainly she must wait for a more courageous mo-
ment.

But the glories of nature, and her wild fragrant airs,
playing freshly over the current of youthful spirits, will
soon heal even deeper wounds than the dull Fadladeens
of this world can ioflict. la an evening or two after,
they came to the small Valley of Gardens, which had
been planted by order of the Emperor for his favourite
sister Rochinara, during their progress to Cashmere,
some years before ; and never was there a more spark-
ling assemblage of sweets, since the Gulsar-e-lrem, or
Rose-Bower of Irrm.  Every precious tlower was there
to be found, that poetry, er love, or religion has ever
cousecrated ; from the dark hyacinth, to which Hafe:
compares Ins mistress’s hair, to the Camalata, by
whose rosy blossoms the heaven of India is scented.
As they sat in the cool fragrance of this delicious spot,
and Lalla Rookh remarked that she could fancy it the
abode of that Flowerdoving Nymph whom they wor-
ship in the temples of Kathay, or of one of those Peris,
those beautiful creatures of the air, who live upoa per-
fuines, and to whom a place like this might make some
amends for the Paradise they have lost,—the
Poet, in whose eyes she appeared, while she spoke, to
be one of the bri;lu spiritual she was describ
ing, said, hesi gly, that he bered a story of a
Peri, which, if the Princess bad no objection, he would
venture 10 relate. «lt is,» said he, with an appealiog
look to Fadladeen, «in a lighter and humbler strain
thaa the other ;» then, striking a few careless but me-
lancholy chiords on his kitar, be thus began: —

PARADISE AND THE PERL

Oxe morn a Peri at the gate
Of Eden stood disconsolate ;
And as she listen'd to the Springs
Of Life within, like music tlowing,
Aud caught the light upon her wings .
Through the half-open portal glowing,
8he wept to thiok her recreant race
Should e'er have lost that glorious place!

« How happy,» exclaim'd this child of air,
Are the holy spirits who wander there,
‘Mid flowers that never shall fade or fall;

! The Story of Sinbed.
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Though mine are the gardens of earth and sea,
And the stars themselves have tlowers for me,

One bl of h t-bl them all!
Though sunny the lake of cool Cashmere,
With its plane-tree isle reflected clear,!

And sweetly the founts of that valley fall;
Though bright are the waters of Sing-su-hay,
And the golden floods that thitherward stray,?
Yet—oh, ‘Lis only the Blest can say

How the waters of heaven outshine them all!

« Go, wing thy flight from star to star,
From world to luminous world, as far
As the universe spreads its flaming wall ;
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres,
And muliiply each through endless years,
One minute of heaven is worth them all!»

The glorious angel, who was kecping
The gates of light, beheld her weeping;
And as he nearer drew and listen'd
To her sad song, a tear-drop glisten'd
Within his eye-lids, like the spray
From Eden’s fountain, when it lies
On the blue flower, which—Bramins say—
Blooms no where but in Paradise!
« Nymph of a fair, but erring line!s
Gently he said—« One hope is thine:
T is written in the Book of fate,
‘The Peri yet may be forgiven,
Who brings to this Eternal Gate
The Gift that is most dear to Heaven I
Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin; —
T is sweet to let the pardon'd in!»

Rapidly as comets run

To the embraces of the sun—

Fleeter than the starry brands,

Flung at night from angel hands?

At those dark and daring sprites,

Who would climb the empyreal heights—

Down the blue vault the Peri flies,
And, lighted earthly by, a glance

That just then broke from morning’s eyes,
Hung hovering o'er our world's expanse.

But whither shall the Spirit go

To find this gift for Heaven !—« I know
The wealth,» she cries, « of every urn,
In which unoumber'd rubies burn,
Beneath the pillars of Chilminar ;—#

I know where the lsles of Perfume are,

* » Numerous emall islands emerge from the Lake of Cashmere
One is called Cliar Chensur, from the plane-trees upon it.s —Fossraa.

2 o The Altan Kol, or Golden River of Tibet, which runs into the
Lakes of Sing-su-bay, has abundanre of gold in its sands, which em-
ploys the inbabitants all summer in gathering it.e—Description of
Tibet in Pisazazen. )

3 o The Mabometans suppose that falling stars are the

Erebrand:

Many a fathom down in the sea,

To the south of sun-bright Araby;—*

T know too where the Genii hid

The jewell'd cup of their king Jamshid,?

With Life’s elixir sparkling high—

But gifts like these are not for the sky.

Where was there ever a gem that shone

Like the steps of Alla's wonderful throne?

And the Drops of Life—oh ! what would they be
In the boundless Deep of Eternity»

‘While thus she mused, her pinions fann'd
The air of that sweet Indian land,

‘Whose air is balm ; whose ocean spreads
O'er coral rocks and amber beds ;
Whose mountains, pregaant by the beam
Of the warm sun, with diamonds teem;
Whose rivulets are like rich brides,
Lovely, with gold beneath their tides;
Whose sandal groves and bowers of spice
Might be a Peri's Paradise!

But crimson now her rivers ran

With human blood—the smell of death
Came reeking from those spicy bowers,
And man, the sacrifice of man,

Mingled his taint with every breath
Upwafted from the innocent flowers!
Land of the Sun! what foot invades
Thy puagods and thy pillar'd shades—

Thy cavern shrines and idol stones,
Thy monarchs and their thousand thrones!?
T is He of Gazna!3—fierce in ‘wrath

He comes, and India’s diadems
Lie scatter'd in his ruinous path.—

His blood-hounds he adorns with gems,
Torn from the violated necks

Of many a young and loved sultana ;—4

Maidens within their pure Zenana,

Priests in the very fane he slaughters,
And choaks up with the glittering wrecks

Of golden shrines the sacred waters!

Downward the Peri turns her gaze,
And, through the war-field's bloody haze,
Beholds a youthful warrior stand,
Alone, beside his native river,—
The red blade broken in bis hand,
And the last arrow in his quiver.

« Live,» said the conqueror, « live to share
The trophies and the crowns I bear!»
Sileat that youthful warrior stood—
Silent be pointed to the flood
All crimson with his country's blood,

. Then sent his last remaining dart,
For answer, to the invader's heart.

! The Isles of Pancbais.
® « The cup of Jamshid, discovered, they say, whea digging for the

fomadations of P 1, R

wherewith the good angels drive away the bad, when they approach
100 near the empyreum or verge of the beavens.o —Farzs.

4 The Forty Pillars; so the Persians eull the ruins of Persepolis.
eis imagined by them that this palace and the edifices at Balbec were
built by Genii, for the parpose of biding in their

ca-

3 Mahmood of Gezaa, or Ghizni, whe conguered Tadia in the b

ginning of the eleventh century.—See bis History in Dow asd SirJ. !

Marcorw.

4 < 1t is reported that the bunting equipage of the Saltan Makmosd |

verns immense treasures, which still remain there.—D'Hzssnror,
Vorwsr.

was se mag that he kept four hundred grey hounds and bloed-
bovads, each of whirh wore a enllar set with jowels, and a covering
edged with gold and pearis.» —Universal Nistory, vol. iH.

—
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False tlew the shaft, though pointed well;
The tyrant lived, the hero fell !—
Vet mark'd the Peri where he lay,

And, when the rush of war was past,
Swiftly descending on a ray

Of morning light, sbe caught the last—
Last glorious drop bLis heart had shed,
Before its free-born spirit fled!

« Be this,» she cried, as she wing'd her flight,
My welcome gift at the Gates of Light.
Though foul are the drops that oft distil
On the field of warfare. blood like this,
For Liberty shed, so0 holy is,
It would pot stain the purest rill,
That sparkles among the Bowers of Bliss!
Oh! if there be, on this earthly sphere,
’A boon, an offering Heaven holds dear,
Tis the last libation Liberty draws
kl-'mm the beart that bleeds snd breaks in her cause !»

« Sweet,» said the Angel, as she gave
The gift into his radiant haod,

« Sweet is our welcome of the brave,
Who die thus for their native land.—

But see—alas!—the crystal bar

Of Eden moves not—holier far

Than even this drop the booa must be,

That opes the gates of heaven for thee!»

Her first fond hope of Eden blighted,
Now among Afric’s Lunar Mountains,'
Far to the south, the Peri lighted;
And sleek’d her plumage at the fountains
Of that Egyptian tide, whose Lirth
Is hidden from the sons of carth,
Deep in those solitary woods,
Where oft the Genii of the Floods
Dance round the cradle of their Nile,
And bail the new-born Giant's smile!?
Thence, over Egypt's palmy groves,
Her grots and scpulchres of kings,?
The exiled Spirit sighing roves ;
And pow hangs listening to the doves
In warm Rosetta’s valeé-—now loves
To watch the moonlight on the wings
Of the white pelicans that break
The azure calm of Meris' Lake.$
T was a fair scene—a land more bright
Never did mortal eye bebold!
Who could have thought, that saw this night
Those valleys and their fruits of gold
Basking in heaven's serenest light;—
Those groups of lovely date-trees bending
Laoguidly their leafcrown’'d heads,
Like youtbful maids, when sleep dncendmg
Warns them to their silken beds;—

¥ o The Moustsins of the Moon, or the Moates Lane of antiquity,
4 the foot of which the Nile is suppesed to arise.s —Bancs.

1 o The Kile, which the Abyssinwns kuow by the nomas of Abry
wd Alawy of the Gianl.e — 4itat. Research. vel. i. p. 38;.

3 See Pasat's View of the Levant, for enaceanet of the sepulchres
- Upper Thebes, snd the numberk s grots, rovered ol over with

rievaghyphics, in the mountaine of Upper Fgypt.

6 o The orchards of Roorits are filled with turtle-doves.» —Sazmisi.

5 $52vant mentions the pelirans spes Lobe Merris.

6 o The saperh dote-trre. nhose hrad languidly reclines, like that
€ a bandsome womasn overenmne nith sleep.o —Divaer se Hovoo.

w th parple brab and legs, the satursl sud livi
temples and palsces of the Greaks and Romans. whith, from the state-

Those virgin lilics, all the night
Bathing their beauties in the lake,
That they may rise more fresh and bright,
When their beloved sun’s awake ;—
Those ruin'd shrines and towers that seem
The relics of u splendid dream ;
Amid whose fairy loneliness
Nought but the lapwing's cry is hesrd,
Noughit seen bat (when the shadows, flitting
Fast from the moon, unsheath its gleam)
Some purple-winged Sultana * sitting
Upon a column, motionless
Aad glittering, like an idol bird!—
Who could have thought that there, e'en there,
Amid those scenes so still and fair,
The Demon of the Plague hath cast
From his hot wing a deadlier blast,
More mortal far than ever came
From the red Desert's sands of flame!
So quick, that every living thing
Of human shape, touch'd by his wing,
Like plants where the Simoom hath past,
At once falls black and withering!

The sun went down on many a brow,
Which, full of bloom and freshness then,
Is rankling in the pest-house now,
Aand neer will feel that sun again!
And oh! to see the unbaried heaps
Oa which the lonely moonlight sleeps—
The very vultures wrn away,
And sicken at so foul a prey!
Only the fierce hyrna stalks?
Throughout the city's desolate walks
At midnight, and his carnage plies—
Woe to the balf-dead wretch, who meets
The glaring of those large blue eyes?
Amid the darkness of the streets!

« Poor race of men'» said the pitying Spirit,
«Dearly ye pay for your primal Fall—
Some flowrets of Eden ye still inherit,
But the trail of the Serpent is over them all!»
She wept—the air grew pure and clear
Around her, as the bright drops ran;
For there's 4 magic in ecach tear
Such kindly Spirits weep for man!

Just then beaeath some orange trees,

Whose fruit and blossoms in the breeze

Were wauntoning together, free,

Like age at play with infancy—

Bencath that fresh and springing bower,
Close by the lake, she heard the moan

Of one who, at this silent bour,
Had thither stolen to dic alone.

' o Thet beautiful hird with plumage of the Guest shining blue,
orsament of the

peakieg of |h- plague that ocrarred in West Barhary,

when be was there, says, o The birde of tar air fed aney from the
abodes of men. The hywass, ou the contrary,
firs, = €ic.

ed the cemctc-

? Raccr.
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One who in life, where'er he moved,
Drew after him the hearts of many;

Yet now, as though he ne'er'were loved,
Dies here, unseen, unwept by any !

None to watch near him—none to slake
The fire that in his bosom lies,

With even a sprinkle from that lake
Which shines so cool before his eyes.

No voice, well-known through many a day.
To speak the last, the parting word,

Which, when all other sounds decay,
Is still like distant music heard :

That tender farcwell on the shore

Of this rude world, when all is o'er,

Which cheers the spirit, ere its bark

Puts off into the unknown Dark.

Deserted youth! one thought alone
Shed joy around his soul in death—
That she, whom he for years had known,
And loved, and might have call'd his owa,
Was safe from this foul midnight's breath;—
Safe in her father’s princely halls,
Where the cool airs from fountain falls,
Freshly perfumed by many a brand
Of the sweet wood from India’s land,
Were pure as she whose brow they faon'd.

But see,—who yonder comes by stealth,
This melancholy bower to seek,
Like a young envoy, sent by Health,
With rosy gifts upon her cheek
‘T is she—far off, through moonlight dim,
He knew his own betrothed bride,
She, who would rather die with him,
Than live to gain the world beside!—
Her arms are round her lover now,
His livid cheek to hers she presses,
And dips, to bind his burning brow,
In the cool lake her loosen'd tresses.
Ah! once, how little did he think
An hour would come when he should shrink
With horror from that dear embrace,
Those geatle arms, that were to him
Holy as is the cradling place
Of Eden’s infant cherubim!
And now he yields—oow turns away,
Shuddering as if the venom lay
All ia those proffer'd lips alone—
Those lips that, then so fearless grown,
Never until that instant came
Near his unask'd or without shame.
«Oh! let me only breathe the air,
The blessed air, that's breathed by thee,
And, whethier on its wings it bear
Healing or death, 't is sweet to me!
There,—drink my tears, while yet they fall, —
Would that my bosom's blood were balm,
And, wellthou know'st, I 'd shed it all,
To give thy brow one minute’s calm.
Nay, turn not from me that dear face—
Am [ oot thine—thy own loved bride—
The oue, the chosen one, whose place
In life or death is by thy side! ‘
Think'st thou that she, whose oaly light,
In this dim world, from thee hath shoue,

Could bear the long, the cheerless night,
That must be hers when thou art gone?

That I caa live, and let thee go,

Who art my life itself —No, no—

When the stem dies, the leaf that grew

Out of its heart must perish too!

Then turn to me, my own love, turn,

Before like thee I fade and burn;

Cling to these yet cool lips, and share

The last pure life that lingers there's

She fails—she sinks—as dies the lamp

In charnel airs or cavern-damp,

So quickly do his baleful sighs

Quench all the sweet light of her eyes!

One struggle—and his pain is past—
Her lover is no longer living!

One kiss the maiden gives, one last,
Long kiss, which she expires in giving!

« Sleep,» said the Peri, as softly she stole

The farewell sigh of that vanishing soul,

As true as e'er warm'd a woman's breast—

« Sleep on, in visions of odour rest,

In balmier airs than ever yet stirr'd

The enchanted pile of that lonely bird,

Who sings at the last his own death lay,*

And in music and perfume dies away!»

Thus saying, from her lips she spread
Unearthly breathings through the place,

And shook her sparkling wreath, and shed
Such lustre o'er each paly face,

That like two lovely saints they scem'd
Upon the eve of dooms-day taken

From their dim graves, in odour sleeping ;—
While that benevolent Peri beam'd

Like their good angel, calmly keeping
AVatch o'er them till their souls would waken'

But morn is blushing in the sky;

Again the Peri soars above,
Bearing to Ilcaven that precious sigh

Of pure, selfsacrificing love.
High throbb'd her heart, with hope elate,

The Elysian palm she soon shall win,
For the bright Spirit at the gate

Smiled as she gave that offering in;
And she already hears the trees

Of Eden, with their crystal bells
Ringing in that ambrosial breeze

That from the Throne of Alla swells;
And she can see the starry bowls

That lie around that lucid lake,
Upon whose banks admitted souls

Their first sweet draught of glory take!?

But ah! even Peris’ hopes are vain—
Again the Fates forbade, again

' « la the Bast, they suppose the pbernit to have fifty orifices in his
bill, which are continued to bis tail ; and that, after living ome thon-

sand years, he builds himeell a funcral pile, sings a melodions air of

different barmonies 1brough hie Gfty organ pipes, flaps b
& velocity which sets tire to the wood, and consumes
Ricmannson.

2 Oa the shores of a quadrangul
of which soul,

lake stand & b d

metan Paradiee, in his Beauties of Christianity.

..
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The i tal barrier closed
The Angel said as, with regret,
He shut from her that glimpse of glory—
«True was the maiden, and her story,
Written in light o'er Alla’s head,

By scraph eyes shall long be read.

But, Peri, sce—the crystal bar

Of Eden moves not—holier far

Than evea this sigh the boon must be
That opes the Gates of Heaven for thee.»

not yet,»

Now, upon Syria's Jand of roses

Softly the light of Eve reposes,

And, like a glory, the broad sun

Hangs over sainted Lebanon,

Whose head in wintry grandeur towers,
And whitcos with eternal sleet,

While summer, in a vale of flowers,
Is sleeping rosy at his feet.

To one who look'd from upper air
O'er all the cuchanted regioas there,
How beautcous must have been the glow,
The life, the sparkling from below!
Fair gardens, shining strcams, with ranks
Of golden melons on their banks,
Mcre golden where the sun-light falls ;—
Gay lizards, glittering on the walls!?
Of ruia'd shriges, busy and bright
As they were all alive with light ;—
And, yet more splendid, numerous tlocks
Of pigeons, settling on the rocks,
With their rich restless wings, that gleam,
Variously in the crimson beam
Of the warm west—as if inlaid
‘With brilliants from the mine, or made
Of tearless rainbows, such as span
Tle uncloudrd skies of Peristan!
And then, the mingling sounds that come,
Of sheplierd’s ancicot reed,3 with hum
Of the wild bees of Palestine,

Banqueting through the tlowery vales;—
And, Jordan, thosc sweet banks of thine,

And woods, so full of nightingales!

Bat nought cau charm the luckless Peri;
Her sonl is sad—her wings are weary—
Joyless she sces the sun look down
On that great Temple, once his own d
Whose lonely columns stand sublime,
Flinging their shadows from on bLigh,
Like dials, which the wizard, Time,
lad raiscd to count his ages by!

Yot haply there may lic conceal'd,
Reneath those Chiambers of the Sun, |,
Some amulet of gems, anneal'd

¥ Rucmanssen thinks that Syria had its name from Ser, a baawtiful
1md debicute specics of rose for which that country has been always fo-
woes; —bheace, Sunidan, the Laad of Ross.

3 o The number of lizards | sax one day in the great court of the
Femple of the San at Balbec amounted to many thoussuds ; the grouad,
Joe walle, and sicnes of the ruincd buildings, were covcred with them. o
Bewca.

3 o TheSyrian, o Pan's pipe, is still ¢ pastoral instramentia Sytia. e
Reogeae.

¢ The Temple of the fun ot Balbes

Ta upper fires, some tublet seal'd
With the great name of Solomon,
Which, spell'd by her illumined eyes,
May teach her where, beneath the moon,
In earth or ocean lies the boon,
The charm that can restore so soon,
An erriog Spirit to the skies!

Cheer'd by this hope. she bends her thither;
Still laughs the radiant eye of Heaven,
Nor have the golden bowers of Even

In the rich West begun to wither;—

When, o'er the vale of Balbec winging
Slowly, she sees a child at play,

Among the rosy wild-flowers singing,
As rosy and as wild as they;

Chasing, with eager hands and eyes,

The beautiful blue damael-flies,*

That flutter'd round the jasmine stems,

Like winged tlowers or tlying gems:—

And, ncar the boy. who tired with play,

Now nestling ‘mid the roses lay,

She saw a wearied man dismount
From his hot steed, and on the brink

Of a small imaret's rustic fount
Impatieat tling him down to drink.

Thea swift his haggard brow he wro'd
To the fair child, who fearless sat,

Though never yet bath day-beam burn'd
Upon a brow more fierce than that, —

Sullenly tierce—a mixture dire,

Like thunder-clouds, of gloom and fire!

In which the Peri's eye could read

Dark tales of many a rutbless deed ;

The ruin'd maid—the shrine profaned—

Oaths broken—and the threshold stain'd

With blood of guests !'— there written, all,

Black a< the damning drops that fall

From the denouncing Angel's pen,

Ere mercy weeps them out again!

Yet traoquil now that man of crime
(As if the baliny evening tiroe
Soften’d his spirit’ look'd and lay,
Watching the rosy iufant's play :—
Though still, whene'er his eye by chance
Fell on the boy's, its lurid glance
Met that unclouded joyous gaze,
As torches, that have burnt all night
Through some impure and godless rite,
Encounter morning's glorious rays.

But hark ! the vesper-call to prayer,

As slow the orb of daylight sets,
Is rising sweetly on the air,

From Syria's thousand minarets!
The boy has started from the bed
Of lowers, where he had laid his head,
And down upon the fragrant sod

Kneels, with his forehiead to the south,
1 wping the eternal name of Goul

From purity’s own cherub mouth,

' < You bebiold there 3 conardriable number of a remarkable ape-
c1es of Leantiful inserts, 1he elegame of whuer sppesranie aud their
attire procured for them the nime of Dumocls. — Sozmins.
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Aund looking, while his hands and eyes

Are lifted to the glowing skies,

Like a stray babe of Paradise,

Just lighted on that flowery plain,

And seeking for its home again!

Oh 't was a sight—that Heaven—that child—
A scene, which might have well beguiled
Even haughty Eblis of a sigh,

For glories lost and peace gone by!

And how felt ke, the wretched man
Reclining there—while memory ran
O'er many a year of guilt and strife,
Flew o'er the dark flood of his life,
Nor found one sunny resting-place,
Nor brought him back one branch of grace!
v « There was a time,» he said, in mild
Heart-humbled tones—« thou blessed child!
' When, young and haply pure as thou,
T'look'd and pray'd like thee—but now—»
Tle hung his head—each nobler aim
And hope and feeling, which had slept
From boyhood’s hour, that instant came
Fresh o'er him, and he wept—he wept!

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence!
In whose benign, redecming flow
Is felt the first, the only sense
Of guiltless joy that guilt can know.

«There 's a drop,» said the Peri, « that down from
the moon

Falls through the withering airs of June
Upon Egypt's land,* of so healing a power,
So balmy a virtue, that even in the hour
That drop descends, cogtagion dies,
And health reanimates earth and skies!—
Oh, is it not thus, thou man of sin,

The precious tears of repentance fall?
Though foul thy fiery plagues within,

Oue hcavenly drop hath dispell'd them all!»

And now—behold him kneeling there
By the child's side, in humble prayer,
While the same sun-beam shines upon
The guilty and the guiltless one,
Aod hymus of joy pr through |
The triumph of a soul forgiven!

‘T was when the golden orb had set,
While on their knecs they linger'd yet,
There fell a light more lovely far
Than ever came from sun or star,
Upon the tear that, warm and meek,
Dew’d that repentant sinner’s cheek :
To mortal eye this light might seem
A northern flash or meteor beam—
But well the enraptured Peri knew
'T was a bright smile the angel threw
From lieaven's gate, to hail that tear
Her barbinger of glory nezr!

! The Nucta, or Miraculous Drop, which falls iu Fgypt precisely on
Saigt Joho's day, in June, and is supposed 1o bave the efiect of stop-
ping the plaguc.

« Joy, joy for everl my task is done—
The gates arc pass'd, and heaven is won!
Oh! am I uot happy? I am, I am—
To thee, sweet Eden! how dark and sad
Are the diamond turrets of Shadukiam,*
And the fragrant bowers of Amberabad !

Farewell, ye odours of earth, that die,
Passing away like a lover's sigh:—
My feast is now of the Tooba-Tree,?
Whose scent is the breath of eternity!

«Farewell, ye vanishing flowers, that shone
In my fairy wreath, so bright and brief,—
Oli! what are the brightest that ¢'er have blowa,
To the lote-tree, springing by ALta’s throne,3
Whose flowers have a soul in every Jeaf?
Joy, joy for ever !—my task is done—
The gates are pass'd, and heaven is won!

« Ann this,» said the Great Chamberlain, «is poetry!
this flimsy manufacture ofthe brain, which, in compa-
rison with the lofty and durable monuments of genius,
is as the gold fillagree work of Zamara beside the eter-
nal architecture of Egypt!» After this gorgeous sen-
tence, which with a few more of the same kind, Fad-
ladcen kept by him for rare and important oceasions,
he pr ded 1o the y of the short poem just
recited. «The lax and easy kind of metre in which it
was written ought to be denounced,» he said, « as one of
the leading causes of the alarming growth of poetry in
our times. If some check were not given to this lawless
facility, we should soon be overrun by a race of bards
as numerousand as shallow as the hundred and twenty
thousand streams of Basra.é They who succeeded in
this style deserved chastisement for their very success;
—as warriors have been punished, even after gaining a
victory, because they had taken the liberty of gaining it
io an irregular or unestablished manner. What, then,
was to be said to those who failed? to those who pre-
sumed, as in the present lamentable instance, to imi-
tate the license and case of the bolder sons of song.
without any of that grace or vigour which gavea dignity
even to negligence,—who, like them, flung the jereed®
carclessly, but not, like them, to the mark;—and
who.» said he, raising bis voice to excitc a proper de-
gree of wakefulness in his hearers, « contrive to appear
heavy and constrained in the midst of all the latitude
they have allowed themscives, like one of those young
pagans that dance before the Princess, who has the
ingenuity to move as if her limbs were fettered, in

! The Couatry of Delight,—the name of a provisce in the kingdem
of Jinaistan, or Fairy Land, the capital of which is called she City of
Jewels. Amberabad is auother of the cities of Jianistan.

3 The trce Tooba, that stands in Paradise, inthe palace of Mabomet.
See Sait’s Prelim. Disc.—« Toubs,e says D Hsasziov, o siguifies
Leatitude, or eternal happiness.s

3 Mabomet is described, in the 534 Cliapter of the Koram, o8 bav-
ing seen the amgel Gabriel « by the lote-tree, beyond wlhich there
is no passing: near it is the Garden of Fternal Abode.e—This tree,
say the Commentators, stands in the seventh Heaven, on the right
baad of the throue of God.

4 o Tt is said that the rivers or streams of Basra were rechoned is
the time of Belal hen Abi Bordch, snd amounted to the wumber of
one buadred and tweaty thousand streams.s —Ess Hawgac!

3 The name of the javelin with which the Fasterng exercise.—
See Castacean, Maurs des Oth . p. 161,
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of Masali

a pair of the lightest and | d
tam'»

« It was bat little suitable,» he couatinued, « to the
grave march of criticism to follow this fantastical Peri, of
whom they had just heard, through all her tlights and
adventures between earth and heaven; Lut be could not
help adverting to the puerile conceitedness of the Three
Gifts which she is supposed to carry to the skirs:—a
drop of blood, forsooth, a sigh, and a tear! How the
first of these articles was delivered into the Angel's
« radiant hand,» he ‘professed himself at a loss to dis-
cover; and as to the safe carriage of the sigh and the
tear, such Peris and such poets were beings by far too
incomprehensible for him even to guess how they ma-
naged such matters. But, in short,» said he, «it is
a waste of time and patience to dwell longer upon a
thing so incurably frivolous,—puny even among its
own puny race, and such as only the Banyan lfospital
for Sick losects should undertake.»

In vain did Lalla Rookh try to soften this inexorable
critic; in vain did she resort to her most eloquent com-
mon-places,—reminding him that poets were a timid
and sensitive race, whose sweetness was not to be drawn
forth, like that of the fragrant grass near the Ganges,
by crushing and trampling upon them :—that severity
often destroyed every chance of the perfection which it
demanded; and that, afier all, perfection waa like the
L | in of the Tali —no one had ever yet reach-
ed its sammit.? Neither these gentle axioms, nor the
still gentler looks with which they were inculcated,
could lower for one instant the elevation of Fadladeen's
eye-brows, or charm him into any thing like encou-
ragement, or even toleration of her poet. Toleration,
indeed, was not among the weaknesses of Fadladeen:
—he carried the same spirit into matters of portry and
of religion, and, though little versed in the beauties or
sublimities of either, was a perfect master of the art
of persecution in both. His real, too, was the same in
either parsuit; whether the game before him was pa-
gans or poctasters,—worshippers of cows, or writers of

cs.

They had now arrived at the splendid city of Lahore,
whose mansoleums and shrines, magnificent and num-
berless, where Death «cemed to share equal houours
with Heaven, wonld have powerfully affected the heart
and imagination of Lalla Rookh, if feelings more of
this earth had not taken entire possession of her already.
She was here met by messengers dispatched from Cash-
mere, who ioformed her that the king had arrived in
the valley, und was himself superiatending the sump-
tuous preparations that were makiog in the saloons of
the Shalimar for her reception. The chill she felton re-
ceiving this intelligeace,—which to a bride whose heart
was free and light would have brought only images of
affection and pleasure,—convinced her that her peace
was gone for ever, aud that she was in love, irretriev-
ably in love, with young Feramorz. The veil, which
this passion wears at frst, had fallen off, and to know
that she loved was now as painful as 10 love without
koowing it had been delicious. Feramorz, too—what

? For adescriptien of this Hospital of the Banysns, see Pusens’s
Travels, p. 363.

® » Near this in o curions hill, calied Kok Talim. the Mountain
of 1he Talisman, because, arcording te the traditions of the conntry,
®e persen ever smcreded in garining its summit.c —Kizzess.
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misery would be his, if the sweet hours of interrourse
so imprudently allowed them should have stolen into
his heart the sume fatal fascination as into hens ;—if,
notwithstanding her rank, and the modest homage he
always paid to it, even he should bhave yielded to the
influence of those long and happy iuterviews, where
music, poetry, the delightful scenes of nature,—all
tended to bring their hearts close together, and to wa-
ken by every means that too ready pasion, which often,
like the young of the desert-bird. is warmed into life by
the cyes alone!' She saw but one way to preserve her-
self from being culpable, as well as unhappy, and this,
however paiuful, she was resolved to adopt. Feramor:
must no more be admiited to her presence.  To have
strayed <o farinto the dangeroas labyrinth was wrong,
but to linger in it, while the clew was yet in her hand,
would be criminal.  Though the heart she had to offer
to the King of Bucharia might be cold and broken, it
shoukd at least be pure ; and \hie mnst only try to for-
et the short vision of happivess she had enjoyed, —like
that Arabiao sheplierd, who, in wandering into the wil-
derness, caught a glimpee of the Gardens of Irim, and
then lost then again for ever!?

The arrival of the young Bride at Lahore was cele-
brated in the most enthusiastic manner. The Rajis and
Omras in her teain, who had kept at a certain distance
during the journey, and never encamped nearer to the
Princess than was stricily necessary for her afeguand,
here rode in splendid cavalcade through the city, and
distributed the most costly presents to the crowd.  En-
gines were erected in all the wuares, which cast forth
showers of confectionary among the people; while the
artizans, in chariots adorned with tinsel aud flying
streamers, exhibited the badges of their respectiva trades
throngh the streets.  Such brilliant displays of life and
pageantry umong the pulaces, and domes, and gilded
minarets of Lahore, made the city altogether like a
place of enchantmeat :—particularly on the day when
Lalla Rookli set out again upon her journey, when she
was accomspanied to the gate by all the fairest and
richest of the nobility ; and rode along between ranks of
beautiful boys and girls, who waved plates of gold and
silver flowers over their heads? as they went, and then
threw them to be gathered by the populace.

For many days after their departure from Lahore a
considerable degree of gloom hung over the whole party.
Lalla Rookh, who had intended to make illness her ex-
cuse for not admitting the young minstrel, as usual, to
the pasilion, soon found that to frign indisposition w1e
unnecesaary ;—Fadladeen felt the loss of the good road
they had bhitherto travelled, and was very near cuming
Jehan-Guire tof blevsed memory!) for not hiving con
tinued his delectable alicy of trees,é at least as far a«
the mountains of Cashmere ;—while the ladies, who had
nothing uow to do all day but to be faaned by peacocks’
feathers ani listen 10 Fadludeen, seemed heartily weary
of the life they led, and in spite of all the Great Cham-
berluiin's criticism, were tasteless enough to wish for
the poet again. One evening, as they were procealding
to their place of rest for the night, the Princess, who,

! The Arabians believe thet the estriches hatch their young by oaly
looking at them. —P. Vivatrae, Relnt. d Faypis.

? SeeSor's Aorum, mote, vl i p. 48

3 Fermbia.

¢ The tine toad made by the Pmperar Jolun-GGuae from Agra 1o
Labote, planted with trevs on cach sidr.
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for the freer enjoyment of the air, had mounted her
favourite Arabian palfrey, in passing by a small grove,
heard the notes of a lute from within its lcaves, and a
voice, which she but too well kunew, singing the follow-
ing words:—

Tell me not of joys above,
If that world can give no bliss,
Truer, bappier than the Love
‘Which onslaves our souls in this?

" Tell me not of Houris' eyes ;—
Far from me their dengerous glow,

1f those looka that light the skies
‘Wound like some that bura below!

‘Who that feels what Love is here,
All its falsebood —all i
Would, for even Elysi P
Rusk the fatal dream again?

Who, that "mnidst a desert’s heat
Sces the waters fade away,
Would not rather die than mect
Streams again as false as thoy?

The tone of melancholy defiance in which these
words were uttered went to Lalla Rookh's heart ;—and

of an ancient Fire-Temple, built by those Ghebers or
Persians of the old rcligion, who, many hundred years
since, had fled hither from their Arab conquerors, pre-
ferring liberty and their altars in a foreign land to the
alternative of apostacy or persecutiou in their own. It
wes impossible, he added, not to feel interested in the
many glorious but unsuccessful struggles, which had
been made by these original natives of Persia to cast off
the yoke of their bigoted conquerors. Like their own
Fire in the Burning Field at Bakou,' when suppressed
in one place, they had but broken out with fresh flame
in another; and, as a native of Cashmere, of that fair
aud Holy Valley, which had in the same manner be-
come the prey of strangers, and secn her ancient
shrines and native princes swept away before the march
of her intoleruntinvaders, he felt a sympathy, he owned,
with the sufferings of the persecuted Ghebers, which
every monument like this before them but tended more
powerfully to awaken.

It was the first time that Feramorz had ever ventured
upon so much prose before Fadladcen, and it may
casily be conccived what cffect such prose as this must
have produced on that most orthodox and most pagan-

as she reluctandly rode on, she could not help feeling it
as a sad but sweet certainty, that Feramorz was to the
full as enamoured and miserable as herself.

The place where they encamped that evening was the
first delightful spot they had come to since they left
Lahore. -On one side of them was a grove full of small
Hind ples, and planted with the most graceful
trees of the East; where the tamarind, the cassia, and
the silken plantains of Ceylon were mingled in rich
contrast with the high fan-like foliage of the Palmyra,
—that favourite trec of the luxurious bird that lights up
the chambers of its nest with fire-flics.' In the middl

hatiog per ge. lle sat for some minutes aghast, ¢ja-
culating only at intervals « Bigoted conquerors !—sympa-
thy with Fire-worshippers !»—while Feramorz, happy to
take advantage of this almost speechless horror of the
Chamberlain, proceeded to say that he knew a melan-
choly story, connected with the events of one of those
brave struggles of the Fire-worshippers of Persia against
their Arab masters, which, if the evening was not too
far advanced, he should have much pleasure in being
allowed to relate to the Princess. It was impossible for
Lalla Rookh to refuse;—he had never before looked
half so d, and when he spoke of the loly

of the lawn where the pavilion stood there was a bank
surrounded by small mangoc-trees, ou the clear cold
waters of which floated multitudes of the beautiful red
lotus; while at a distauce stood the ruins of a strange
and awful-looking tower, which seemed old enough to
have been the temple of some religion no longer
known, and which spoke the voice of desolation iu the
midst of all that bloom and loveli This singul
ruin excited the wonder and conjectures of all. Lalla
Rookh guessed in vaiu, and the all-pretending Fad-
ladeen, who had pever till this journey been beyond the
precincts of Delhi, was proceeding most learnedly to
show that he knew nothing whatever about the matter,
when one of the ladies suggested, that perhaps Fera-
morz could satisfy their curiosity. They were now ap-
proaching his native mountains, aand this tower might
be a relic of some of those dark superstitions, which
had prevailed in that country before the light of Islam
dawned upon it. The Chamberluin, who Ily pre-
ferred his owu ignorance to the best kuowledge that
any one elsc could give him, was by no eans pleased
with this officious reference; and the Priucess, too, was
about to iuterpose a faint word of objection, but, be-
fore eithier of them could speak, a slave was dispatched
for Feramorz, who, in a very few minutes, appeared
before them,—looking so pale and unhappy in Lalla
Rookh's eyes, that she alrcady repented of her cruelty
| in having so long excluded him.

That venerable tower, he told them, was the remains

' Tle Baya, o1 Indiav Gross-Beah. =31 W. Joans.

Valley, his eyes had sparkled, she thought, like the talic-
manic characters on the scimitar of Solomon. Her
conscat was therefore most readily granted, and while
Fadladeen sat in unspeakable dismay, expecting treason
and ubomination in every line, the poet thus began his
story of the Fire-worshippers:—

TIIE FIRE-WORSHIPPERS.

T 15 moonlight over Oinan’s sca ;*
Her banks of pearl and palmy isles
Bask in the night-beam beauteously,
And her blue waters slecp in smiles.
T is moonlight in Harmozia's? walls,
And through her Emir's porphyry halls,
Where, some hours since, was heard the swell
Of trumpet and the clash of zel,§
Bidding the brighteyed sun farewell ;—
‘The peaccful sun, whom better suits
The music of the bulbul’s nest,
Or the light touch of lovers lutes,
To sing him to his golden rest!
All hush'd—there 's not a breeze in motion ;
The shore is silent as the occan.

1The « Agur acdens,” descrihed by Kaurrea, Amanitat. Bect.

3 The Persiun Gulf, somctimes so called, which separates the shores
of Persia and Arabua.

P The present Gombareou, 4 town on the Persian side of the Gull.

¢ A Moorish instrumcat of wmasic,
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If zephyrs come, so light they come,
Nor leaf is stirr'd nor wave is driven;

The wind-tower on the Emir's dome*
Can hardly win a breath from heaven.

Even he, that tyrant Arab, sleeps
Calm, while a nation round him weeps ;
While curses load the air he breathes,
And falchions from unnumber'd sheaths
Are starting to avenge the shame
His ruce hath brought on Iran's? name.
Hard, beartless Chief, unmoved alike
‘Mid eyes that weep and swords that strike ;—
Oue of that saintly, murderous brood,

To carnage and the Koran given,
Who think through uobclievers’ blood

Lies their directest path to heaven.
Oue, who will pause and kneel unshod

In the warm blood his hand hath pourd,
To mutter o’er some text of God

Eograven on his reeking sword ;—3
Nay, who can coolly note the line,
The letter of those words divine,
To which his blade, with searching art,
Had sank into its victim's heart!

Just Alla! what must be thy look,
When such a wretch before thee stands
Cablushing, with thy Sacred Book,—
Turning the leaves with blood-stain'd hands,
And wresting from its page sublime
His creed of lust and hate and crime ?
Even as those bees of Trebizond,—
Which from the sunaiest flowers that glad
With their pure smile the gardens round,
Draw venom forth that drives men mad ' ¢
Never did fierce Arabia send
A satrap forth more direly great;
Never was Iran doom'd to bend
Beneath a yoke of deadlier weight.
Her throne had fall'n—her pride was crush’'d—
Her sons were willing slaves, nor blush'd,
In their own land,—no more their own,—
To crouch bencath a stranger's throne.
Her towers, where Mithra once had burn'd
To Moslem shrines—oh shame!—were turn'd,
Where slaves, converted by the sword,
Their mean apostate worship pourd,
And cursed the faith their sires adored.
Yet has she hearts, ‘'mid all thisill,
O'er all this wreck high buoyant still
With hope and vengrance !—hearis that yet,—
Like gems, in darkness issuing rays
They ‘ve treasured froin the sun that's set,—
Beam all the light of long-lost days!
And swords she hath, nor weak nor slow
To second all such hearts can dare;

% o At Gembaroos. and otber places in Persia, they bave towers
for the purpose of catchiag the wind, and cooling the boases.« —Ls
Bavys.

* o Tran is the true geaersl same for the cmpire of Persia.c —
Asiat. Bes. Disc. S,

3 o O the blades of their wimitars some verse from the Koran is
wssally inseribed. o —Reesns.

4 o There is a kind of Rbodedead about Trebizend, wbose
Sowers the bee feeds upon, and the honey thence drives people mad.o
Tocsssresr.

.

As he shall know, well, dearly know,

Who sleeps in moonlight luxury there,
Tranquil asif his spirit lay
Becalm'd in Heaven's approving ray !
Sleep on—for purer eyes than thine
Those waves are hush'd, those plancts shine.
Sleep on, and be thy rest unmoved

By the white moon-beam’s dazzling pow'r ;—
None but the loving and the loved

Should be awake at this sweet hour.

And «ce—where, high above those rocks
That o'er the deep their shadows ting,
Yoo turret stands ;—where ebon locks,
As glossy as a heroa's wing
Upon the turban of a king, *
llang from the lattice, long and wild,—
" Tis she, that Emir's blooming child,
All truth and tenderness and grace,
Though born of such ungentle race ;—
Ao image of Youth's radiant Fountain
Springing io a desolate mountain ! 2
Oh! what a pure and sacred thing
Is Beauty, curtain'd from the sight
Of the grose world, illumining
One only mansion with her light!
Unseen by man's disturbing eye,—
The flower, that blooms beneath the sea
Too deep for sunbeams, doth not lie
Hid in more chaste obscurity !
So, Hinda, have thy face and mind,
Like holy mysterics, lain enshrined.
And oh what transport for a lover
To lift the veil that shades them o'er!—
Like those, who all at once, discover
In the lone deep some fairy shore,
Where mortal never trod before,
And sleep and wake in scented airs
No lip had ever breathed but theirs !

Beautiful are the maids that glide,
On summer-eves, through Yemen's3 dales,
And bright the glancing looks they hide
Behind their litters’ roscate veils ;—
And brides, as delicate and fair
As the white jasmine tlowers they wear,
Hath Yemen in her blissful clime,
Who, lull'd in cool kiosk or bower,
Before their mirrors count the time,
And grow still lovelier every hour.
But never yet hath bride or maid
In Araby’s gay Harams amiled,
Whose boasted brightness would not fade
Before Al Hassan's blooming child.

Light as the angel shapes that bless
An infant's dream, yet not the less
Rich in all woman's loveliness ;—
With eyes so pure, that from their ray
Dark Vice would turn abash’d away,

! o Their bings wear plumes of black herons’ feathers upom the
gt side, e of sovereigaty.s—Hinwar.

s o The a of Youth, by a Mshometan tiadition, is srtuated
in come dark region of the East.e —Ricms

% Arabia Felua.
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Blinded, like serpents when they gase
Upon the emerald's virgin blaze |—*
Yet, fill'd with all youth's sweet desires,
Mingling the meek and vestal fires

Of other worlds with all the bliss,

The fond, weak tenderness of this !

A soul, too, more than balf divine,

Like her to whom, at dead of night,

The bridegroom, with his locks of light, *

Came, in the flush of love and pride,

And scaled the terrace of his bride;—

When, as she saw him rashly spring,

And mid-way up in daoger cling,

She ﬂung Inm down her long black hair,
breathl « There, love, there !»

Where, through some shades of earthly f
Religion's soften’d glories shine,

Like light through summer foliage stealing,
Shedding a glow of such mild hue,
So warm, and yet so shadowy too,
As makes the very darkness there
More beautiful thaa light elsewhere !

Such is the maid who, at this hour,
Hath risen from her restless sleep,
And sits alone in that high Fower,
Watching the still and shining deep.
Ah'! ‘twas not thus,—with tearful eyes
And beating heart,—she used to gaze
On the magnificent earth and skies,
In her own land, iu happier days.
Why looks she now so anxious down
Among those rocks, whose rugged frown
Blackens the mircror of the deep?
Whom waits she all this lonely night ?
‘foo rough the rocks, too bold the steep,
For man 0 scale that turret's height !—

So deem’d at least her thoughtful sire,
When high to catch the cool night-air,
After the day-beam’s withering fire,?
He built her bower of freshness there,
And had it deck'd with costliest skill,
Aud fondly thought it safe as fair :—
Think, reverend dreamer! think so still,
Nor wake to learn what Love can dare—
Love, all-defying Love, who sees
No charm in trophies won with ease ;—
Whasc rarest, dearest fruits of bliss
Are pluck'd on Danger's precipice!
Bolder thau they, who dare not dive
For pearls, but when the sea’s at rest,
Love, in the tempest most alive,
Hath ever bLeld that pearl the best
He finds beneath the stormiest water !
Yes— Araby’s unrivall'd daughter,
Though high that tower, that rock-way rude,
There 's one who, but to kiss thy cheek,
Would climb the untrodden solitude
Of Ararat's tremendous peak,?
Aud think its steeps, though dark and dread,
Heaven's path-ways, if to thee they led !
Even now thou seest the flashing spray,
That lights his oar’s impatient way ;
Even now thou Lear'st the sudden shock
Of his swift bark against she rock,
And stretchest down thy arms of snow,
As if to lift him from below!

! o They say that it a snake or nrpoul l'u his eyes on the lustre of
these stones (cneralds), be diately blind..—A
vam Assarazns, Treatise on Jewels.

2 « At Gombaroon and tlie lsle of Oimus it is sometimes s0 bot
that the people are obliged to lie all day in the water.s —Manco Poro.

' This is lly supposed to be i ibl
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Aml scarce did maolier nerve uphold
The hero Zal in that fond hour,
Than wings the youth who, fleet and bold,
Now climbs the rocks to Hinda's bower.
See—light as up their granite steeps
The rock-goats of Arabia clamber,?
Fearless from crag to crag he leaps,
And now is in the maiden's chamber.

She loves—but knows not whom she loves,
Nor what his race, nor whence he came ;—
Like one who meets, in Indian grovcs,
Some beauteous bird, without a vame,
Brought by the last ambrosial breeze,
From isles in the undiscover'd seas,
To show his plumage for a day
To wondering eyes, and wing away!
Will he thus ly—her nameless lover ?
Alla forbid! 't was by a moon
As fair as this, while singing over
Some ditty to her soft Kanoon, 3
Alone, at this same witching hour,
She first beheld his radiant eyes
" Gleam through the lattice of the bower,
Where nightly now they mix their sighs ;
And thought some spirit of the air
(For what could waft a mortal there?)
Was p g on his ligh
To listen to her lonely lay!
This fancy ne‘er hath left her mind:
And—though, when terror's swoon had past,
She saw a youth, of mortal kind,
Before her in obeisance cast,—
Yet often since, when he hath spoken
Strange, awful words,—and gleams have broken
From his dark eyes, too bright to bear,
Oh'! she hath fear'd her soul was given
To some unhallow'd child of air,
Some erring Spirit, cast from heaven,
Like those angelic youths of old,
Who burn'd for maids of mortal mould,
Bewilder'd left the glorious skies,
And lost their Heaven for woman's eyes !

Foud girl! nor fiend nor angel he,

Who woos thy young simplicity ;

But one of earth’s impassion'd sons,
As warm in love, as fierce in ire,

! In one of the books of the Shih Nihmeh, when Zal (a colebrated
hero of Persis, remarkable for his white bair) comes 1o the terrace of
bis mistress, Rodabrer, st night, she lets down ber long tresses v
assist bim i bis ascent;—be, b ges it in a less
way, by tixinglis crook in a pn;nuc' beam, —See Caamrien’s Fer
dosi.

2 o« Oa the lofty hills of Arabia Petrra are rock-gosts.s —Nissrm-

3 « Canue, espice de psaltcrion, avec des cordes de boyaun; b
Jdames en toucheas dans le serrail, avec des déggilles, armdes de
pointes d: coco.s—Tossnins, translated by Ds Cosamane,
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As the russ
Full of the Day-God's living fire !

Bat quench'd to-night that ardoar seems,
And pale his cheek, and sunk his brow ;—
Never before, but
Had she beheld :
And those were dreams of troubled sleep,
From which 't was joy to wake and weep;
Visions, that
Bat sadden
Like warniog ghosts, that leave the spot
All wither'd where they once have beea!

« How sweetly,» said the trembling maid,
Of her

So stood,
. rranquil ood—
« How sweetly does the mooa-beam smile
leafy isle!
Oft,
I've
And we, within its fairy bowers,

Were wafted off to seas unknowa,
Where beat but ours,
And alone!

Far from the

Where the bright eyes of angels only !
Should come around us, to bebold
A paradise so pure and lonely!
Would
Playful

. ‘b\"‘.'

—

fears,

“tis past!

I°ve seen my fondest hopes decay ;
1 never loved a tree or flower,

1
To glad eye,
Bat when it came to know me well,
was sure to die!
Now too—the joy most like divine
Of all I ever
call thee mine,
) " ittoo?

thee.
way,
beloved stranger '
that ray,
away,
in danger:»

In Denger’s paths, has dared ber worst!
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head upon the sword
His hand maust grasp in wakiog!
Danger ! —»
« Say on—thou fear'st not then,
And we may meet—oft meet again »

«0Oh! ook not so,—beneath the skies
I now

eyes.
force
My spirit from
1f aught could
they,

seal away!
But no—"tis fix'd—my awful doom
Is fixed —on
We mcet no Heaven

that earth has riven,
Has rent asunder wide as ours?
Oh,
Of Light and
As | be liok'd with thee or thine!
Thy Father——»
« Holy Alla save
His grey head from that lightning glance !

Thou loves the brave;
€,
than he.
have play'd
is side,
I've heard maid
. In time should b bride.
Haram hours,
fowers,
in playful mood,
Since maids
Aund won
Nay, turn not from me—thou
Art form'd to make
The unholy strife
Good Heaven, that glow'st
With more than
fight,
lie!
Fire,
Thos Shebers, whom my sire
Abhors——»
« Hold, are death—»
The stranger crie he flung
show'd beneath
1
« Here, maiden, to see

All that thy sire abhors in me !

1« They (the Ghebers) lay so much stress on their cushor, or g~

dle,

witheut it.e —Csos's Veyage.—
la chose ; mais, ayast été dépeuillé de
qu'il portait comme Ghabr,o ete. ete.—

D'Hasssor, art. Agduani.
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Yes—1I am of that impious race,
" Those Slaves of Fire who, morn and even,
Tail their Creator's dwelling-place
Among the living lights of heaven! *
Yes—I am of that outcast few,
To Iran and to veugeance true,
Who curse the hour your Arabs came
To desolate our shrines of flame,
And swear, before God's burning eye,
To break our couatry’s chains, or die!
Thy bigot sire—nay, tremble not—
1le, who gave birth to those dear eyes,
With me is sasred as the spot
From which our fires of worship rise!
But know—'t was he I sought that night,
When, from my watch-boat on the sea,
T caught this turret’s glimmering light,
And up the rude rochs desperately
Rusl'd to my. prey :—thou know'st the rest—
1 climb'd the gory vulture’s nest,
And found a trembling dove within;—
Thine, thine the victory—thine the sin—
1€ Love hath made one thought his own,
That Vengeance claims first—last—alone!
Oh! had we never, never met,
Or could this heart even now forget
Iiow link'd, how bless'd we might have been,
Uad Fate not frown'd so dark between!
Hadst thou been born a Persian maid,
In neighbouring valleys had we dwelt,
Through the same fields in childhood play'd,
At the same kindling altar knelt,—
Then, then, while all those nameless ties,
In which the charm of Country lies,
Uad round our hearts been hourly spun,
Till Iran's cause and thine were one ;—
While in thy lute's awakening sigh
I heard the voice of days gone by,
And saw in every smile of thine
Returning hours of glory shine !—
While the wrong'd Spirit of our Land
* Lived, look'd, and spoke her wrongs through thce,
God! who could then this sword withstand?
Its very flash were victory !
But now—estranged, divoreed for ever,
Far as the grasp of Fate can sever;
Our only ties what Love has wove,—
Faith, friends, and country, sunder'd wide;—
And then, then only, true to love,
When false to all that's dear beside!
Thy father Iran's deadliest foe—
Thyself, perhaps, even now—but no—
Hate never look'd so lovely yet!
No—sacred to thy soul will be
The land of him who could forget
All but that bleeding land for thee !
When other eyes shiall see, unmoved,
Her widows mourn, her warriors fall,
Thou It think how well one Gheber loved,
And for his sake thou ‘It weep for all!
But look— —»
With sudden start he turn'd
And pointed to the distant wave,

.

! They suppose the Throme of the Almighty is seated in the sus,

a9d heace their worship of that luminary. —~Hagwar.

Where lights, like charnel meteors, burn'd
Bluely, as o'er some seaman's grave;
And fiery darts, at intervals,’
Flew up all sparkling from the maia,
As if each star that nighdy falls,
Were shooting back to heaven aguin.
« My signallights !—I must away—
Both, both are ruin'd, if I stay.
Farewell—sweet life! thou cling'st in vain—
Now—Vengeance!—I am thine again.»
Fiercely he broke away, nor stopp'd,
Nor look'd—but from the lattice dropp'd
Down ‘mid the pointed crags beneath,
As if he fled from love to death.
While pale and mute young Hinda stood,
Nor moved, till in the silent flood
A momentary plunge below
Startled her from her trance of woe ;—
Shrieking she to the lattice flew,
« I come—I come—if in that tide
Thou sleep'st to-night—1"ll sleep there too,
In death’s cold wedlock by thy side.
Oh! I would ask no happier bed
Than the chill wave my love lies under;—
Sweeter to rest together dead,
Far sweeter, than to live asunder!»
But no—their hour is not yet come—
Again she sees his pinnace fly,
Wafting him flcetly to his home,
Wherc'er that ill-starr'd home may lie ;
And calm and smooth it seem'd to win
Its moonlight way before the wind,
As if it bore all peace within,
Nor left one breaking heart behind!

Tae Princess, whose heart was sad enough already,
could have wished that Feramorz had chosen a less
melancholy story ; as it is only to the happy that tears
are a Juxury. Her ladies, however, were by no means
sorry that love was once more the Poet's theme; for,
when he spoke of love, they said, his voice was as sweet
as if he had chewed the leaves of that enchanted tree,
which grows over the tomb of the musician, Tan-Sein.
Their road all the morning had lain through a very
dreary country ;—through valleys, covered with a low
bushy jungle, where, in more than one place, the awful
signal of the bamboo-staff, with the white flag at its top,
reminded the traveller that in that very spot the tiger
had made some buman creature his victim. It was
therefore with much pleasure that they arrived at sunset
in a safe und lovely glen, and encamped under one of
those holy trees, whose h col and ng
roofs seem to d them for I ! A‘ ligi
Beneath the shade, some pious hands had erected pllhn
ornamented with the most beautiful porcelain, which
now supplied the use of mirrors to the young maidens,
as they adjusted their hair in descending from the
palankeem. Bere while, as usual, the Princess sat
ly, with Fadladecnin one of his loftiest

| moods of criticism by her side, the young Poet, leaning

againsta branch of the tree, thus continued his story :—
* « The Mameluks that were in the other boat, whem it was darh.
used to shoot up a sort of fery arrows into the air, which in some mee-

sure resembled lightning or falling stars.» —Bivmasnzxx.
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Taz morn hath risea clear and calm,
And o'er the Green Sea * palely shines,
Revealing Bahrein's groves of paim,
And lighting Kishma's > amber vines.
Fresh smell the shores of Araby,
While breezes from the Indias sea
Blow round Sclama’s 3 saiated cape,
And curl the shining flood beneath,—
‘Whose waves are rich with many a grape,
And cocéa-nut and flowery wreath,
Which pious seamen, as they pass'd,
Had toward that holy headland cast—
Oblations to the Genii there
For gentle skies and breezes fair !
The pightingale now beuds her flight
From the high trees, where all the night
She sang so sweet, with none to listen ;
And hides her from the morning star
Where thickets of pomegranate glisten
Io the clear dawn,—bespangled o'er
With dew, whose night-drops would not stain
The best and brightest scimitar ¢
That ever youthful Sultan wore
Oa the first morning of his reign!

And see—the Sun himself!—on wings
Of glory up the East be springs.
Angel of Light ! who, from the time
Those heavens began their march sublime,
Hath first ot all the starry choir
Trod in his Maker's steps of fire!
Where are the days, thou wondrous sphere,
When Iran, like 2 sun{flower, turn'd
To meet that eye where'er it burn'd '—
Whea, from the banks of Bendemcer
To the nut-groves of Samarcand
Thy temples flamed o'er all the land?
‘Where are they ? ask the shades of them
Who, on Cadessia’s 5 bloody plains,
Saw fierce invaders pluck the gem
From Iran’s broken diadem,
And bind her ancient faith in chains :—
Ask the poor exile, cast alone
On foreign shores, unloved, unknown,
Beyond the Caspian's Iron Gates, &
Or on the snowy Mossian mountains,
Far from his beauteous land of dates,
Her jasmine bowers and sunny fountains !
Yet happier so than if he trod
His own beloved but blighted sod,
Beneath a despot stranger's nod !—
Oh ! be would rather houseless roam
Where Freedom and his God may lead,

¥ The Prroisa Gulf.—: To dive for pearis in the Green Ses, or
Servian Gulf.c —S13 W. Josss.

3 Lalands ia the Gulf.

3 Or Selemeb, the (cnmise same of the beodland at the eutrance
€ the Gulf, commoaly called Caper Musseldom. « The ladians, vhea
bey phes the promontery, throw coces-auis, (ruits, or Sewers inte
Be ses, (o secure a prepitious veysge.o —Meaisa.

4 1n speskivg of the climate of Shiraz, Fasnceuis saye, « the dew
s of such o pare satere, that, if the brightest scimitar should be e~
weed to it all night, it would mot receive the least rust.c

¢ The plece where the Persians were finally defested by the Arabs,
nd their ancieat monerchy destreyed.

¢ Derbend.—« Los Turis appellent cette ville Demir Copl, Porte
e Fer; ce sont les Caspin Porta des ssciens.o—D'Hansusor.

Than be the sleekest slave at home
That hes to the conq 's creed !
Is Iran’s pride thea gone for ever,
Quench'd with the flame in Mithra's caves '—
No—she has sons that never—pever—
Will stoop to be the Moslem's slaves,
While Heaven has light or earth has graves.
Spirits of fire, that brood not long,
But flash resentment back for wrong ;
Aad hearts where, slow but deep, the seeds
Of vengeance ripen into deeds,
Till, in some treacherous hour of calm,
They barst, like Zeilan's giant palm, *
Whose buds fly open with a sound
That shakes the pigmy forests round !

Yes, Emir! he, who scaled that tower,—
And, had he reach’d thy slambering breast,
Had taught thee, in a Gheber's power
How safe even tyrant heads may rest—
Is one of many, brave as he,
Who loathe thy haughty race and thee ;
Who, though they know the strife is vain,—
Who, though they know the riven chain
Snaps but to enter in the heart
Of him who rends its links apart,
Yet dare the issue,—blest to be
Even for one bleeding momeat free,
And die io pangs of liberty !
Thou kuow'st them well—'t is some moons since
Thy turbaa’d troops and blood-red tlags,
Thou satrap of a bigot prince !
Have swarm'd amoung these Green Sea crags;
Yet here, even here, a sacred band,
Ay, in the portal of that land
Thou, Arab, darest to call thy own,
Their spears across thy path have thrown;
Here—ere the winds half wing'd thee o'er—
Rebellion braved thee from the shore.

Rebellion! foul, dishonouring word,
Whose wrongful blight so oft has stain'd
The holiest cause that tongue or sword
Of mortal ever lost or gain'd.
How many a spirit, born to bless,
Hath sunk beneath that withering name,
Whom but a day's, an hour’s success
Had wafted to eternal fame!
As ethalations, whea they burst
From the warm carth, if chill'd at first,
1f check'd in soaring from the plain,
Darken to fogs and sink agaio ;—
But, if they once triumphant spread
Their wings sbove the mountaio-head,
Become enthroned in upper air,
And turn to sun-bright glories there!

And who is he, that wields the might
Of Freedom on the Green Sea brink,

' The Talpot or Talipot tree. « This beastiful palm-tree, which
grows in the beart of the forens, may be classed smeag the lofiient
trees, and becomes still higher when oa the poiat of busting forth
from its leafy summit. The sbeath which then eavelopes the fower is
vory large, and, whea it bursts, makes an explosion lLike the repert of

a caasea.»—Tasmssse.
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Before whose sabre’s daszling light

The eyes of Yemen's warriors wink?
Who comes embower'd in the spears
OFf Kerman's hardy mountaineers?1—
Those mountaineers that truest, last,

Cling to their country's ancient rites,
As if that God, whose eyelids cast

Their closing gleam on Iran's heights,
Among her snowy mountains threw
The last light of his worship too!

°T is Hafed—name of fear, whose sound
Chills like the muttering of a charm ;—
Shout but that awful name around,
And palsy shakes the maaliest arm.
‘T is Hafed, most accurst and dire
(So rank'd by Moslem hate and ire)
Of all the rebel Sons of Fire!
Of whose malign, tremendous power,
The Arabs, at their mid-watch hour,
Such tales of fearful wondgr tell,
That each affrighted sentinel
Pulls down his cowl upon his eyes,
Lest Hafed in the midst should rise!
A man, they say, of monstrous birth,
A mingled race of flame and earth,
Sprung from those old enchanted kings, *
Who in their fairy helms, of yore,
A feather from the mystic wings
Of the Simoorgh resistless wore ;
And gifted by the Fiends of Fire,
‘Who groan'd to see their shrines expire,
With charms that, all in vain withstood,
‘Would drown the Koran's light in blood!

Such were the tales that won belief,
And such the colouring Fancy gave
To a young, warm, and dauntless Chief,—
One who, no more than mortal brave,
Fought for the land his soul adored,
For happy homes, and altars free,—
His only talisman, the sword,
His only spell-word, Liberty!
One of that ancient hero line,
Along whose glorious currcat shine
Names, that have sanctified their blood;
As Leb 's small in flood
Is render'd holy by the ranks
Of saiuted cedars on its banks!?
‘T was not for him to crouch the knee
Tamely to Moslem tyranny ;—
‘T was not for him, whose soul was cast
In the bright mould of ages past,
Whose melancholy spirit, fed
With all the glories of the dead,
Though framed for Iran’s happiest years,
‘Was born among her chains and tears!—
‘T was not for him to swell the crowd
Of slavish heads that shrinking bow'd

¥ Tahmauras, and other ancient Kings of Persia; whose adventares
in Fairy-Land among the Peris and Dives may be fonnd ia Ricmans-
sos’s curious Dissertation. The griffia Simoorgh, tbey say, took some
feathers from her breast for Tabmoras, with which he adorned his
belmet, and transmitted them afterwards to his descendants,

8 This rivulet, says Duwsins, is called the Holy River, from the
« cedar-saiatss among which it rises.

Refore the Moslem, as he pass'd,
Like shrubs b h the poison-blast-
No—far he fled—indignant fled
The pag of his y's sh ;
While every tear her children shed
Fell on his soul, Jike drops of lame;
And, as a lover hails the dawa
Of a first smile, so welcomed he
The sparkle of the first sword drawn
For vengeance and for liberty!

But vain was valour—vain the flower

Of Kerman, in that deathful hour,
Against Al Hassan's whelming power.—
In vain they met him, helm to helm,
Upon the threshold of that realm

He came in bigot pomp to sway,

And with their corpses block'd his way—
In vain —for every lance they raised,

Th d d the conqueror blazed,
For every arm that lined their shore,
Myriads of slaves were wafted o'er,—

A bloody, bold, and countless crowd,
Before whose swarm as fast they bow'd,
As ‘dates beneath the locust-cloud!

There stood—but one short league away
From old Harmozia's sultry bay—
A rocky mountain, o'er the sea
Of Oman beetling awfully :
A last and solitary liok
Of those stupendous chains that reach
From the broad Caspian’s reedy brink
Down winding to the Green Sea beach.
Around its base the bare rocks stood,
Like naked giants, in the flood,
As if to guard the gulf across ;
While, on its peak, that braved the sky,
A ruio'd temple tower'd, so high
That oft the sleeping albatross *
Struck the wild ruins with her wing,
And from her cloud-rock'd slumbering
Started—to find man's dwelling there
In her own silent fields of air!
Beneath, terrific caverns gave
Dark welcome to each stormy wave
That dash'd, like midnight revellers, in;—
And such the strange mysterious din
At times throughout those caveras roll'd,—
And such the fearful wonders told
OF restless sprites imprison'd there,
That bold were Moslem, who would dare,
At twilight hour, to steer his skiff
Beneath the Gheber's lonely cliff.

On the land side, those towers sublime,
That seem'd above the grasp of Time,
Were sever'd from the haunts of men
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen,
So fathomless, so full of gloom,
No eye could pierce the void between;
It seem'd a place where Gholes might come
With their foul banquets from the tomb,

1 These birds slecp in the air. They are most common abeat the
Cape of Good Hope.
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And in its caverns feed unseen.
Like distant thunder, from below,

The sound of many torrents came ;
Too deep for eye or ear to know
If “twere the sea’s imprison’d flow,

Or floods of ever-restiess lame.
For each ravine, each rocky spire
Of that vast mountain stood oa fire;*
And, though for ever past the days
‘When God was worshipp'd in the blase
That from its lofty altar shoae,—

fled the priests, the votaries gone,

Siill did the mighty flame burn on
Through chance and change, through good and ill,
Like its own God's eternal will,
Deep, constant, bright, unquenchable!

Thither the vanquish'd Hafed Jed
His little army's last remaios;—
« Welcome, terrific glen !» be said,
« Thy gloom, that Eblis’ self might dread,
Is Heaven to him who flies from chains '»
O'er a dark narrow bridge-way, known
To him and to his chiefs alovne,
They cross’d the chasm and gain'd the towers;—
« This home,» he cried, at least is ours—
Here we may bleed, unmock'd by hymns
Of Moslem triumph o'er our head;
Here we may fll, nor feave our limbs
To quiver to the Moslem's tread.
Stretch'd on this rock, while vultures’ beaks
Are whetted on our yet warm cheeks,
Here,—happy that no tyrant’s eye
Gloats on our torments—we may die!s

T was night when to those towers they came,

And gloomily the fitful fame,

That from the ruia'd altar broke,

Glared on his features, as he spoke :—

« T is o'er—what men could do, we ‘ve done—

If Iran will look tamely on,

And see her priests, her warriors driven
Before a sensual bigot's nod,

A wretch, who takes his lusts to heaven,
And makes a pander of his God !

1€ her proud sons, her high-born souls,
Men, in whose veins—oh, last disgrace'

The blood of Zal, and Rustam ? rolls,—
If they will court this upstart race,

And turn from Mithra's ancient ray,

To kneel at shrines of yesterday!

If they will crouch to Iran's foes,
Why let thern—till the land’s despair

Cries out to Heaven, und bondage grows
Too vile for even the vile to bear!

Till shame at last, long hidden, burns

Their inmost core, and conscience turns

Each coward tear the slave lets fall

Back oo bis heart in drops of gall!

Bat here, at least, are arms unchain'd,

And souls that thraldom never stain'd ;—
This spot, at lesst, no foot of slave

* The Gbebers generslly built their temples over subterraneons
res.

3 Anciest heroes of Persia. « Among the Guebres there are some
ho boest their descent from Rustam.c—8ssrasss’ Persis.

Or satrap ever yet profaned ;

Aud, though bat few—though fast the wave
Of life is ebbing from our veins,
Enough for vengeance still remains.
As panthers, after set of san,
Rush from the roots of Lebanon
Across the dark sea-robber’s way,*
We 'll bound upon our startied prey ;—
And when some bearts that proudest swell
Have felt our falchion's last farewell—
When Hope's expiring throb is o'er,
And even Despair can prompt no more,
This spot shall be the sacred grave
OF the last few who, vainly brave,
Die for the land they cannot save!s
His chiefs stood round —each shining blade
Upon the hroken altar laid—
And though so wild and desolate
Those courts, where once the Mighty sate;
Nor longer on those mouldering towers
Was seen the feast of fruits and tlowers,
With which of old the Magi fed
The wanderiog spirits of their dead ;?
Though neither priest nor rites were there,

Nor charmed leaf of pure pomegranate ;3
Nor hiymn, nor censer’s fragrant air,

»  Nor symbol of their worshipp'd planet; ¢
Yet the same God that heard their sires
leard them ; while oa that altar's fires
They swore the latest, holiest deed
Of the few hearts, still left to bleed,
Should be, ia Iran’s injured name,

To die upon that Mount of Flame—
The last of all her patriot line,
Before her last untrampled shrine!

Rrave suffering souls! they little knew
How maany a tear their injuries drew
From ooe meek maid, one gentle foe,
Whom Love first touch'd with others’ woe—
Whose life, as free from thought as sin,
Slept like a lake, till Love threw in
His talisman, and woke the tide,
And spread its trembling circles wide.
Once, Emir! thy unheeding child,
‘Mid all this havoc, bloom'd and smiled,—
Tranquil as on some battle-plain

The Persian lily shines and towers,
Before the combat's reddening stain

Hath fallen upon her goldea tlowers.
Light-hearted maid, unawed, unmoved,
While Heaven but spared the sire she loved,

1 See Rvssnr’s sccount of the pantbers attacking travellers in the
aight on the seashore about the roots of Lebanen.

' « Amoag otb mies, the Magi used 1o place upen the tops
of high towen nds of rich viands, upen which it wee sup-
poscd the Per the spirits of their departed horses regaled them-
selves.o —Ricmansson.

3 Ja the ceremonies of the Ghebers roand their Fire, as described
by Loss, « the Daroo,e he says, « giveh them water to drink, ond
a pemegransie leafl 1o chew in the mouth, (o cleanse them from inward
uncleanness. o

4 « Farly in the morning, they (the Parsees or Ghebers at Oulam)
§0 in cronds to pay their devotions to the Sun, to whem wpos all
the altars there are spherrs consecrated, made by magic, resembling
the circles of the sun, and when the sua rises, these orbs seem to be
inflamed, and 1o turn round with & grest soise. They bave every onc
acenser in their hands, and offer incesse to the sus.o—Russt Bus-
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Once at thy evening tales of blood
Uanlistening and aloof she stood—
And oft, when thou hast paced along

Thy Haram halls with furious heat,
Hast thou not cursed her cheerful song,

That came across thee calm and sweet,
Like lutes of angels, touch’d so near
Hell's confines, that the damn'd can hear?
Far other feelings Love hath brought—

Iler soul all flame, her brow all sadness,
She now hLas but the one dear thought,

And thinks that o'er, almost to madness'
Oft dogh her sinking heart recal
His words— « for my sake weep for all ;»
Aund bitterly, as day on day

OF rebel carnage fast succeeds,
She weeps a lover snatch'd away

In every Gheber wretch that bleeds.
There ‘s not a sabre meets her eye,

But with his life-blood seems to swim ;
There 's not an arrow wings the sky,

But fancy turns its point to him.
No more she brings with footstep light
Al Hassan's falchion for the fight;
And, had he look'd with clearer sight—
Had not the mists, that ever rise .
From a foul spirit, dimm'd his eyes,—
He would have mark'd her shuddering frame,
When from the field of blood he came,
The faltering speech—the look ged
Voice, step, and life, and beauty changed—
He would have mark'd all this, and known
Such change is wrought by Love alone!
Ah! not the love, that should bave bless'd
So young, so innocent a breast ;
Not the pure, open, prosperous love,
That, pledged on earth and seal'd above,
Grows in the world's approving eyes,

In friendship’s smile and home's caress,
Collecting all the heart's sweet tics

Into oue knot of happiness !
No, Hinda, no—thy fatal flame
Is nursed in silence, sorrow, shame.—

A passion, without liope or pl e,
In thy soul's darkuess buried deep,

It lies, like some ill-gotten treasure,—
Some idol, without shrine or name,
O'er which its pale-eyed votaries keep
Unholy watch, while others sleep!

Seven nights have darken'd Oman’s Sea,
Since Jast, beneath the moonlight ray,

She saw his light oar rapidly
Hurry her Gheber's bark away,—

And still she goes, at midnight hour,

To wecp alone in that high bower,

And watch, and look along the deep

For him whose smiles first made her weep,—

But watching, weeping, all was vain,

She never saw his bark again.

The owlet’s solitary cry,

The night-hawk, flitting darkly by,
And oft the hateful carrion-bird,

Heavily flapping his clogg'd wing,

Which reek'd with that day's banqueting—
Was all she saw, was all she heard.

°T is the eighth morn—Al Hassan's brow
Is brighten'd with unusual joy—
What mighty mischief glads him now,
Who never smiles but to destroy?
The sparkle upon Herkend's Sea,
When tost at midnight furiously,
Tells not of wreck and ruin nigh,
More surely than that smiling eye!
« Up, daughter, up—the Kerna's? breath
Has blown a blast would waken death,
And yet thou sleep'st—up, child, and see
This blessed day for Heaven and me,
A day more rich in Pagan blood
Than ever flash’d o'er Oman’s flood.
Before another dawn shall shine,
His head—heart—limbs—will all be mine;
This very night his blood shall stecp
These hands all over e'er I sleep !a—
« His blood !» she faintly scream’d—bher mind
Still singling one from all mankind—
« Yes—spite of his ravines and towers,
Hafed, my child, this night is ours.
Thanks to all-conquering treachery,
Without whose aid the links accurst,
That bind these impious slaves, would be
Too strong for Alla’s self to burst!
That rebel fiend, whose blade has spread
My path with piles of Moslem dead,
Whose baffling spells had almost driven
Back from their course the Swords of Heaven,
This night, with all his band, shall know
How deep an Arab's steel can go,
‘When God and vengeance speed the blow.
And—Prophet !—by that holy wreath
Thou worest on Ohod's field of death,3
I swear, for every sob that parts
In anguish from these heathen hearts,
A gem from Persia’s plunder'd mines
Shall glitter on thy Shrine of Shrines.
But ha!—she sinks—that look so wild—
Those livid lips—my child, my child,
This life of blood befits not thee,
And thou must back to Araby,
Ne'er had I risk’d thy timid sex
In scenes that man himself might dread,
Had I not hoped our every tread
Would be on prostrate Persian necks—
Curst race, they offer swords instead !
But cheer thee, maid—the wind that now
Is blowing o'er thy feverish brow,
To-day shall waft thee from the shore;
And, ere a drop of this night's gore
Mave time to chill in yonder towers,
Thou'lt see thy own sweet Arab bowers !»
His bloody boast was all too true—
There lurk'd one wretch among the few
Whom Hafed's eagle eye could count
Around him on that Fiery Mount—

1 o It is observed, with respect to the Sea of Herkend, that whes i
is tossed by tempestuous winds it sparkles like Sre.c—Travels of
two Mohammedans.

3 A kind of trumpet;—it « was that used by Tamerlane, the sonad
of which is described as uncommonly dreadful, and so loud as te be
beard at the distance of several miles.s —Ricuannson.

3 « Mobammed bad two helmets, an interior and exterior owe; the
latter "of which, called Al Mawashah, the 6illet, wreath, or wresthed
garland, be wore st she battle of Obod.e —Universal Nistory.




LALLA ROOKH.

One miscreant, who for gold betray'd

The path-way through the valley's shade
To those high towers where Freedom stood
In her last hold of flame and blood.

Left on the tield last dreadful pight,

When, sallying from their S8acred Height,
The Ghebers fought Hope's farewell fight,
He lay—bat died not with the brave;

That sun, which should have gilt his grave,
Saw him a traitor and a slave ;—

And, while the few, who thence retarn'd
To their high rocky fortress, mourn'd

For him amoag the matchless dead

They left behind on Glory's bed,

He lived, and, in the face of morn,
Laugh'd them and Faith and Heaven to scorn!

Oh for a tongue o curse the slave,
Whose tresson, like a deadly blight,

Comes o'er the councils of the brave,
And blasts them in their hour of might !

May Life’s unblessed cup for him

Be drugg'd with treacheries to the brim,—

With hopes that but allure to fly,—
With joys that vanish while he sips,

Like Dead-Sea fruits, that tempt the eye,
Bat tarn to ashes on the lips!

His country’s curse, his children's shame,

Outcast of virtue, peace, and fame,

May he, at last, with lips of flame

On the parch'd desert thirsting die,—

While lakes that shone in mockery nigh

Are fading off, antouch’'d, untasted,

Like the once-glorious hopes he blasted !

And, when from earth his spirit flies,
Jast Prophet, let the damn’'d-one dwell

Full in the sight of Paradise,
Beholding Heaven, and feeling Hell!

Larta Rooxw had had a dream the night before,
rhich, in spite of the impending fate of poor Bafed,
nade her beart more than usually cheerful during the
norning, and gave her cheeks all the freshened anima-
ion of a flower that the Bidmusk has just passed over.
she fancied that she was sailing on that Eastern Occan,
vhere the sea-gipseys, who live for ever on the water,
mjoy a perpetual summer in wandering from isle to
sle, when she saw a small gilded bark approaching
rer. It was like one of those boats which the Maidi-
ian islanders anoually send adrift, at the mercy of
vinds and waves, loaded with perfumes, flowers, and
»doriferous wood, as an offering to the Spirit whom
hey call King of the Sea. At first this little bark ap-
seared to be empty, but on coming nearer——

She had proceeded thus far in relating the dream to
ser ladies, when Feramorz appeared at the door of the
»avilion. Io his presence, of course, every thing else
vas forg: , and the ¢ of the story was in-
#auntly requested by all. Fresh wood of aloes was set
o burn ia the cassolets; the violet sherbets were has-
ily banded round, and, after a short prelade on his
ate, in the pathelic measure of Nava, which is always
med to express the lamentations of abscnt lovers, the
soet thus continued : —

Taz day is lowering—stilly black
Sleeps the grim wave, while Heaven's rack,
Dispersed and wild, ‘twixt earth and sky
Hangs like a shatter'd canopy !
There's not a cloud in that blue plain

But tells of storm to come or past ;—
Here, flying loosely as the mane

Of a young warhorse in the blast;
There, roll'd in masses dark and swelling,
As proud to be the thunder’s dwelling !
While some, already burst and riven,
Scem melting down the verge of heaven;
As though the infant storm had rent

The mighty womb that gave him birth,
And, baving swept the firmament,

Was now in fierce career for earth.
On earth 't was yet all calm around,
A pulseless silence, dread, profouad,
More awful than the tempest’s sound.
The diver steer'd for Ormus’ bowers,
And moord his skiff till calmer hours;
The sea-birds, with portentous screech,
Flew fast to land ;—upon the beach
The pilot oft had pansed, with glance
Turn'd upward to that wild expanse;
And all was boding, drear and dark
As her own soul, when Hinda's bark

Went slowly from the Persian shore—

No music timed her parting oar,’
Nor friends upon the ing strand
Linger'd, to wave the unseen band,

Or speak the farewell, heard no more ;—
But lone, unheeded, from the bay
The vessel takes its mouraful way,
Like some ill-destined bark that steers
In silence throagh the Gate of Tears.?
And where was stern Al Hassan then?
Could not that saintly scourge of men
From bloodshed and devotion spare
One minute for a farewell there?
No—close within, in changeful fits
Of cursing and of prayer, he sits
In savage loneliness to brood
Upon the coming night of blood,

With that keen, second-scent of death,
By which the vulture souffs his food

In the still warm and living breath!3
While o'er the wave his weeping daughter
Is wafted from these scenes of slaughter,—
As a young bird of Babylon,¢
Let loose to tell of victory won, _
Flies home, with wing, ah! not unstain'd
By the red hands that held her chain'd.

"« TheEasterns used te set out on their longer voysges with music »
Hiamsa.

3 < The Gate of Tears, tbe straits or passage inte the Red Ses,
commonly called Bebelmandel. It 1eceived this mame from the old
Arabieas, on account of the danger of ibe mavigation, ond the num-
ber of shipwrechs by shich it was distingaished ; which induced them
10 consider as dead, and to wear mourning for, all who had the bold-
mess to bazard the passage through it isto the Ethiopic Ocean.s —Rica-
asnson.

3 o 1 bave been told that whensoever an animal falls down dead,
one or mere vultures, unseen before, instanily appear.c —Pswmanr.

4 + They fasten some writing 1o the wings of a Bagdat or Babyle-
nisa pigesa.»—Travels of certain Englishmen.
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Aud does the long-left home she seeks
Light up no gladness on her cheeks?
The flowers she d—the well-
Where oft in dreams her spirit roves—
Once more to see her dear gazelles
Come bounding with their silver bells;
Her birds' new plumage to behold,

And the gay, gleaming fishes count,
She left, all filleted with gold,

. Shooting around their jasper fount.—*

Her little garden mosque to see,

And once again, at evening hour,
To tell her ruby rosary

In her own sweet acacia bower.—
Can these delights, that wait her now,
Call up no sunshine oa her brow?
No—silent, from her train apart,—
As if even now she felt at heart
The chill of Ler approaching doom,—
She sits, all lovely in her gloom,
As a pale Angel of the Grave ;
And o'er the wide, tcmpestuous wave,
Looks, with a shudder, to those towers,
Where, in a few short awful hours,
Blood, blood, in steaming tides shall run,
Foul incense for to-morrow's sun !
« Where art thou, glorious stranger ! thou,
So loved, so lost, where art thou now ?
Foe—Gheber—infidel—whate'er
The unhallow'd name thou 'rt doom'd to bear,
Still glorious—still to this fond heart
Dear as its blood, whate'er thou art!
Yes—Alla, dreadful Alla! yes—
If there be wrong, be crime in this,
Let the black waves, that round us roll,
Whelm me this instant, ere my soul,
Forgetting faith,—~home,—father,—all—
Refore its earthly idol fall,
Nor worship even Thyself above him.—
For oh! so wildly do | love him,
Thy Paradise itself were dim
And joyless, if not shared with him!»

groves,

Her hands were clasp'd—her eyes upturn'd,
Dropping their tears like moonlight rain;
And, though her lip, fond raver! burn'd
With words of passion, bold, profane,
Yet was there light around her brow,
A holiness in those dark eyes,
Which show'd—though wandering earthward
now,—
Her spirit's home was in the skies.
Yes—for a spirit, pure as hers,
Is always pure, even while it errs; -
As sunshine, broken in the rill,
Though turnd astray, is sunshine still!

So wholly had her mind forgot

All thoughts but one, she heeded not
The rising storm—the wave that cast
A moment's midnight, as it pass'd—

? o The Empress of Jebaa-Guire used to divert herself with feeding
tome fish in ber cavals, some of which were many years afterwards
known by fillets of gold, which she caused to be put round them.s —

Hanars,

Nor heard the frequent shout, the tread
Of gathering tumult o'er her head—
Clash'd swords, and tongues that seem'd to vie
With the rude riot of the sky.—
But hark !—that war-whoop oa the deck—
That crash, as if each engine there,
Mast, sails, and all, were gone to wreck,
‘Mid yells and stampings of despair!

Merciful Heaven! what can it be?

T is not the storm, though fearfully

The ship has shudderd as she rode

O'er mountain waves—« Forgive me, God!
Forgive men—shriek'd the maid, and knelt,
Trembling all over,—for she felt

As if her judgment-hour was near;

While crouching round, half dead with fear,
Her handmaids clung, nor breathed, nor stirrd—
When, hark !—a second crash—a third—
And pow, as if a bolt of thunder

Had riven the labouring planks asunder,
The deck falls in—what horrors then!
Blood, waves, and tackle, swords and men
Come mix'd together through the chasm ;—
Some wretches in their dying spasm

Still fighting on—and some that call

«For God and Iran !» as they fall!

Whose was the hand that turn'd away
The perils of tlie infuriate fray,
And snatch'd her breathless from beneath
This wilderment of wreck and death?
She knew not—for a faintness came
Chill o'er her, and her sinking frame
Amid the ruins of that hour
Lay, like a pale and scorched flower,
Beneath the red volcano’s shower !
But oh! the sights and sounds of dread
That shock'd her, ere her senses fled !
The yawning deck—the crowd that strove
Upon the tottering planks above—
The sail, whose fragments, shivering o’er
The strugglers’ heads, all dush'd with gore,
Flutter'd like bloody flags—the clash
OF sabres, and the lightning’s flash
Upon their blades, high toss'd about
Like meteor brands'—as if throughout

The elements one fury ran,
One general rage, that left a doubt

Which was the fiercer, Heaven or Man!

Once too—but no—it could not be—
'T was fancy all—yet once she thought,
While yet her fading eyes could see,
High on the ruin'd deck she caught
A glimpse of that unearthly form,
That glory of her soul,—even then,
Amid the whirl of wreck aund storm,
Shining above his fellow-men,
As, on some black and troublons night,
The Star of Egypt,* whose proud light
Never hath beam'd on those who rest
In the White Islands of the West,3

! The meteors that Purar cale « faces.e
2 « The brilliant C unseen in K

3 See Wirons's learned Ksrays on the Sacred Isles in the Wek

i [ —
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Burns through the storm with looks of fame
That put Heaven's clondier eyes 10 shame!
Rut no—'t was hut the minute’s dream—

A fantasy—and ere the screagm

Had balf-way pass'd her pallid lips,

A death-like swoon, a chill eclipse

Of soul and sense its darkness spread
Around her, and she sunk, as dead !

How calm, bow beautiful comes on
The stilly hoar, when storms are gooe ;
When warring winds have died away,
And clouds, bepeath the glancing ray,
Melt off, and leave the lands and sea
Sleeping in bright tranquillity.—
Fresh as if Day again were bora,
Again upon the lap of Morn!
When the light blossoms, rudely torn
And scatter’d at the whirlwind's will,
Hang floating in the pure air siill,
Filling it all with precious balm,
To gratitude for this sweet calm ;—
And every drop the thunder-showers
Have left upon the grass and flowers
Sparkles, as 't were that lightaing-gem'*
Whose liquid flame is bora of them!
When, ‘stead of oue unchanging breeze,
There blow a thousand gentle airs,
And each a different perfume bears,—
As if the loveliest planis and trees
Had vassal breezes of their own
To watch and wait on them alone,
And waft no other breath than theirs
When the hiue waters rise and fall,
In sleepy supshine maatling all;
And even that swell the tempest leaves
Is like the full and silent beaves
Of lovers’ hearts, when newly blest,
Too newly to be quile at rest!

Such was the golden hour that broke
Upon the world when Hinda woke
From her long trance, and heard around
No motion but the water's sound
Rippling against the vesscl's side,
As slow it mounted o'er the tide,—
But where is she?—her eyes are dark,
Are wilder'd still—is this the bark,
The same, that from llarmozia's bay
Bore her at morn—whose bloedy way
The sea-dog track'd I—no—strange and new
Is all that meets her wonderiong view.
Upon a galliot's deck she lies,

Beneath no rich pavilion's shade,
No plumes to fan her sleeping eyes,

Nor jasmine on her pillow laid.
Bat the rude litter, roughly spread
With war-cloaks, is her homely bed,
And shawl and sash, on javelins hang,
For awning o'er ber head are Aung.

Y A precicus stone of the Indies, called by the ancients Cerannium,
beeause it was supposed to be found in ploces where thunder had
ladien. Tmrerinns says it has o ghitiering sppearsnce, se if there
bed boen Boe in it ond the suthor of the Pissersasion in Winnse's

Feyages sapposes it 1o be the npal.

Shuddering she look’d d—there lay
A groop of warriors in the sun

Resting their limbs, as for that dey
Their ministry of death were done.

Some gazing on the drowsy ses,

Lost in unconscious reverie ;

And some, who seem'd but ill to brook

That sluggish calm, with many a look

To the slack sail impatient cast,

As loose it flagg'd around the mast.

Blest Alla! who shall save ber now?
There's not in all that warrior-basd

One Arab sword, one turban’d brow
From her own Faithful Moslem land.

Their garb—the leathern beit® that wraps
Each yellow vest*—that rebel hue—

The Tartar fleece upon their eaps—?
Yes— yes—her fears are all too true,

And Heaven hath, in this dreadful hour,

Abandon'd her to Hafed’s power;—

Hafed, the Gheber!—at the thought

" Her very heart's blood chills within;

He, whom her sonl was hourly taught
To loathe, as some foul fiend of sin,

Some miuister, whom Hell had sent

To spread its blast, where'er he went,

And fling, as o'er our earth he trod,

His shadow betwixt man and God!

And she is now his captive,—thrown

In his fierce hands, alive, alone ;

His the infuriate band she sees,

All infidels—all enemies!

What was the daring hope that then

Cross'd her like lightning, as agaim,

With boldness that despair had lent,
She darted through that armed crowd

A look so searching, se intent,
That even the stesnest warrior bow'd

Abash'd, when he her glances caught,

As if he guess'd whose form they sought.

But no—she sees him not—'t is gone,—

The vision, that before her shone

Through all the mase of blood and storm,

Is fled—'t was but a phantom form—

Oue of those passing rainbow dreams,

Malf light, half shade, which Fancy's beams

Paint on the flecting mists that roll

In trance or slumber round the soul!

But now the bark, with livelier bound,

Scales the blue wave—the crew ‘s in motion—
The oars are out, and with light sonsd

Break the bright mirror of the ocean,
Scattering its brilliant fragments round.
And now she seesa—with horror sees

Their coursc is toward that mountain hold,—
Those towers, that make her life-bleod freese,
Where Mecca's godless enemies

Lie, like beleaguer'd scorpions, roli'd

In their last deadly venomous fold!

! D'Heasssor, 4rt. dgduani.
* « The Guebres are kaown by a dark yellow colour, which the men
ffect in their clothes.o —Tusvesor.
% o The Kolah, er cap. worn by the Pers‘ans, is mode of the shin
of 1he sheep of Tartary.e—Wanrse.
6
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Amid the illumined land and tlood,
Sunless that mighty mountain stood;
Save where, above its awful head,
There shone a flaming cloud, blood-red,
As 't were the flag of destiny
Hung out to mark where death would be!
Had her bewilder'd mind the power
Of thought in this terrific hour,
She well might marvel where or how
Man's foot could scale that mountain's brow;
Since ne‘er had Arab heard or known
Of path but through the glen alone.—
But every thought was lost in fear,
When, as their bounding bark drew near
The craggy base, she felt the waves
Hurry them toward those dismal caves
That from the deep in windings pass
B h that t's volcanic mass—
And loud a voice on deck commands
To lower the mast and light the brands!—
I ly o'er the dashing tide
Within a cavern's mouth they glide,
Gloomy as that eternal porch, -
Through which departed spirits go;—
Not even the flare of brand and torch
Its flickering light could further throw
Than the thick flood that boil'd below.
Silent they floated—as if each
Sat breathless, and too awed for speech
In that dark chasm, where even sound
Seem'd dark,—so sullenly around -
The goblin echoes of the cave
Mutter'd it o'er the long black wave,
As 't were some sccret of the grave!
But soft—they pause—the current turns
Bencath them from its onward track ;—
Some mighty, unseen barrier spurns
The vexed tide, all foaming, back,
And scarce the oar’s redoubled force
Can stem the eddy's whirling course;
When, hark !—some desperate foot has sprung
Among the rocks—the chain is flung—
The oars are up—the grapple clings,
And the toss'd bark in moorings swings.

Just then, a day-beam through the shade
. Broke tremulous—but, ere the maid

Can see from whence the brightness steals,

Upon her brow she shuddering feels

A viewless hand, that promptly ties

A bandage round her burning eyes;

While the rude litter where she lies,

Uplifted by the warrior throng,

O'er the steep rocks is borne along.

Blest power of sunshine! genial day,

What balm, what life is in thy ray!

To feel thee is such real bliss,

That had the world no joy but this,

To sit in sunshine calm and sweet,—

It were a world too-exquisite

For man to lcave it for the gloom,

The deep cold shadow of the tomb!

Even Hinda, thongh she saw not where
Or whither wound the perilous road,

Yet knew by that awakening air,

Which suddenly around her glow'd,
That they had risen from darkness then,
And breathed the sunuy world again!

But soon this balmy freshocss fled—
For now the steepy labyrinth led
Through damp and gloom—'mid crash of boughs;
Aund fall of loosen'd crags that rouse
The leopard from his hungry slecp,
_ Who, starting, thinks each crag a prey,
And long is heard from steep to steep,
Chasing them down their thundering way !
The jackal's cry—the distant moan
Of the hy=na, fierce and lone;—
And that eternal, saddening sound
Of torrents in the glen beneath,
As "t were the ever-dark Profound
That rolls beneath the Bridge of Death!
All, all is fearful—even to see,
To gaze on those terrific things
She now but blindly hears, would be
Relief to her imaginings!
Since never yet was shape so dread,
But Fancy, thus in darkness thrown,
And by such sounds of horror fed,
Could frame more dreadful of her own.

But does she dream ? has fear again
Perplex'd the workings of her brain,
Or did a voice, all music, then
Come from the gloom, low whispering near—
« Tremble not, love, thy Gheher ‘s here!»
She does not dream—all sense, all ear,
She drinks the words, « Thy Gheber 's here.»
‘T was his own voice—she could not err—
Throughout the breathing world's extent
There was but one such voice for her,
So kind, so soft, so eloquent!
Oh! sooner shall the roce of May
Mistake her own sweet nightingale,
And to some meaner minstrel's lay
Open her bosom’s glowing veil,*
Than Love shall ever doubt a tone,
A breath of the beloved one!
Though blest, ‘mid all her ills, to think
She has that one beloved near,
Whose smile, though met on ruin’s brink,
Hath power to make even ruin dear,—
Yet soon this gleam of rapture, cross'd
By fears for him, is chilld and lost.
How shall the ruthless Hafed brook
That one of Gheber blood should look,
With aught but curses in his eye,
On her—a maid of Araby—
A Moslem maid—the child of him,
Whose bloody banner’s dire success
Hath left their altars cold and dim,
And their fair land a wilderness!
And, worse than all, that night of blood
Which comes so fast—oh! who shall stay

' A frequent image among the oriental posts. « The mightingales
warbled their enchanting aotes, and reat the thin veils of the row-
bud and the rose.s —Jaus.
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The sword, that once hath tasted food
Of Persinn hearts, or turn its way?
What arm shall then the victim cover,

Or from ber father shield her lover?

« Save him, my God!» she inly cries—
« Save bim this night—and if thine eyes
Have ever welcomed with delight
The sinner’s tears, the sacrifice
Of sinper’s hearts—guard him this night,
And here, before thy throne, | swear
From my heart's inmost core to tear
Love, hope, remembrance. though they be
Link'd with each quivering life-string there,
Aund give it bleeding all to thee!
Let him but live, the burning tear,
The sighs, so sinful yet so dear, :
Which have been all too much his own,
Shall from this hour be Heaven's alone.
Youth pass’d in penitence, and age
In long and painful pilgrimage,
Shall leave no traces of the flame
That wastes me now—nor shall his name
Eer bless my lips, but when I pray
For his dear spirit, that away
Casting from its angelic ray
The eclipse of earth, he too may shine
Redeem’d, all glorious and all thine!
Think—think what victory to wia
Oaqe radiant soul like his from sia ;—
One wandering star of virtue back
To its own pative, heaven-ward track !
Let him bat live, and both are thine,
Together thine—for, blest or crost,
Liviog or dead, his doom is mine,
And if he perish, both are lost!'—

Tux Dext evening Lalla Rookh was entreated by her
adies to continue the relation of her wonderful dream ;
»at the fearful interest that hung round the fate of
finda and her lover had completely removed every
race of it from her mind ;—much to the disappoint-
nent of a fair scer or two in her train, who prided them-
elves on their skill in interpreting visions, and who lad
Iready remarked, as an unlucky omen, that the Prin-
'es4, on the very morniog after her dream, had worn
i silk dyed with the blossoms of the sorrowful tree,
Gilica.

Fadladeen, whose wrath had more than once broken
nt during the recital of some parts of this most hete-
odox poem, scemed at length to have made up his
nind to the infliction; and took his seat for the even-
ng with all the patience of a martyr, while the poet
ontinued liis profane and seditious story thus:

To tearless eyes and hearts at case

The leafy shores and sun-bright seas,
That lay beneath that mountain’s height,
Had been a fair, enchanting sight.

T was one of those ambrosial eves

A day of storm so often leaves

At its calm setting—when the West
Opens her golden bowers of rest,

And a moist radiance from the skies
Shoots trembling down, as from the eyes

Of some meek penitent, whose last

Bright hours atone for dark ones past,

And whose sweet tears, o'er wrong forgiven,
Shine, as they fall, with light from heaven!

T was stillness all—the winds that late

Had rusl'd through Kerman's almond groves,
And shaken from her bowers of date

That cooling feast the traveller loves,*
Now, luli'd to languor, scarcely curl

The Green Sea wave, whos: waters gleam
Limpid, as if her mines of pearl

Were melied all to form the stream.
And her fair islets, small and bright,

With their green shores reflected there,
Look like those Peri isles of light

That hang by spell-work in the air.

But vainly did those glories burst
On Hinda's dazled eye, when first
The bandage from her brow was faken,
And pale and awed as those who waken
In their dark tombs—when, scowling near,
The Searchers of the Grave? appear,—
She shuddering turn'd to read her fate
In the fierce eyes that flash'd around;
And saw those towers all desolate,
That o'er her head terrific frown'd, _
As if defying even the smile
Of that soft heaven to gild their pile.
In vaio, with mingled hope and fear,
She looks for him whose voice so dear
Had come, like music, to her ear—
Strange, mocking dream! agaio 't is fled.
And oh! the shoots, the pangs of dread
That through ber iomost bosom run,
Whea voices from without proclaim
«llafed, the Chief »—and, one by one,
The warriors shout that fearful name!
He comes—the rock resounds his tread—
How shall she dare to lift her head,
Or meet those cyes, whose scorching glare
Not Yemen's boldest sons can bear?
In whose red beam, the Moslem tells,
Such rank and deadly lustre dwells,
As in those hellish fires that light
The mandrake’s charnel leaves at night!3
How shall she bear that voice's toae,
At whose loud Lattle-cry alone
Whole squadrons oft in panic ran,
Scatter'd, like some vast caravap,
When, stretch'd at evening round the well,
They hear the thirsting tiger's yell?

Breathless she stands, with eyes cast down,
Shrinking beneath the fiery frown,
Which, fancy tells her, from that brow

Is flashing o'er her fiercely now!

Y o In parts of Kerman, whatever dutes are shaken from the trees
by the wind they do mot wuch, but leave them for those whe have
mot any, or far travellers.o —Fan Hivas

3 The two terrible angels, Monkir and Nakir; who are called o the
Searchers of the Gravee in the s Creed of the orthodes Mahometans,»
given by Ocxear, vol. iis

3 « The Arabians call the mandrabe ' the Derile candle,’ on ac-
count of ite shining appearance in the night.s —Ricmanssen.
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And shuddering, as she hears the tread
OF his retiring warrior band.—
Never was pause so full of dresd;
Till Hafed with a trembling band
Took hers, and, leaning o'er her, said,
«Hinda !s—that word was all he spoke,
And 't was enough—the shriek that broke
From her full bosom told the rest—
Panting with tetror, joy, surprise,
The maid but lifts her wondering eyes
To hide them on her Gheber's breust!
‘T is he, 't is he—the man of blood,
The fellest of the fire-fiend's brood,
Hafed, the demon of the fight,
Whose voice unnerves, whose glances blight,—
Is her own loved Gheber, mild
And glorious as when firit he smiled
In her lone tower, and left such beams
Of his pure eye to light her dreams,
That she believed her bower had given
Rest to some wanderer from Heaven'!

Moments there are, and this was one,
Snatch'd like a minute’s gleam of sun
Amid the black simoom’s ecli
Or like those verdant spots that bloom
Around the crater’s burning lips, -
Sweetening the very edge of doom!
The past—the futare—all that Fate
Can bring of dark or desperate
Around such hours, but makes them cast
Intenser radiance while they last!

Even he, this youth—though dimmn'd and gone
Bach star of hope that cheer'd-him on—
His glories lost—his cause betray'd—
Iran, his dear-loved country, made
A land of carcases and slaves,
One dreary waste of chains and graves!—
Himself but lingering, dead at heart,

To see the last, long-struggling breath
Of Liberty's great soul depart,

Then lay him down, and share her death—
Even he, 80 sunk in wretchedness,

‘With doom still darker gathering o'er him,

Yet in this moment's pure caress,

In the mild eyes that shone before him,
Beaming that blest assurance, worth
All other transports known on earth,
That he was loved—well, warmly loved—
Oh! in this precious hoar he proved
How deep, how thorough-felt the glow
Of rapture, kindling out of woe;—
How exquisite one single drop
Of bliss, thus sparkling to the top
Of misery’s cap—how keenly quaffd,
Though death must follow on the draught!

She too, while gazing on those eyes
That sink into her soul so deep,
Forgets all fears, all miseries,
Or feels them like the wretch in sleep,
Whom Fancy cheats into a smile,
‘Who dreams of joy, and sobs the while!
The mighty ruins where they stood,
Upon the mount’s high, rocky verge,

Lay open towards the ocean flood,

‘Where lightly o'er the illamined surge

Many a fair bark that all the day,

Had lurk'd in sheltering creek or bay,

Now bounded oa and gave their sails,

Yet dripping, to the evening gales;

Like esgles, when the storm is done,
Spreading their wet wings in the sun.

The beauteous clouds, though daylight's star
Had sunk behind the hills of Lar,

Were still with lingering glories bright,—
As if, to grace the gorgeous west,

The Spirit of departing Light
That eve had left his sunny vest

Beliind him, ere he wing'd his flight.
Never was scene so form'd for love!
Beneath them, waves of crystal move
In sitent swell —Heaven glows above,

And their pure hearts, to transport given,
Swell like the wave, and glow like heaven.
But ah! too soon that dream is past—

Again, again her fear retarns ;—

Night, dreadful night, is gathering fast,

More faintly the horizon burns,

And every rosy tint that lay

On the smooth sea hath died away.

Hastily to the darkening skies

A glance she casts—then wildly cries,

« At night, he said—and, look, 't is near—

Fly, fly—if yet thou lovest me, fly—
Soon will his murderous band be here,

And [ shall see thee bleed and die.—
Hush!—heard'st thoa not the tramp of men
Sounding from yonder fearful glent—"
Perhaps even now they climb the wood—

Fly, fly—though still the west is bright,
He ')l come—okh! yes—he wants thy blood—

I know him—he'll not wait for night!»

In terrors even to agony
She clings around the wondering chief ;—
« Alas, poor wilder'd maid! to me
Thou owest this raving trance of grief.
Lost as I am, nought ever grew
Beneath my shade Lut perish'd too—
My doom is like the Dead Sea air,
Aund nothing lives that enters there!
Why were our barks together driven
Beueath this morniog’s furious heaven?
Why, when I saw the prize that chance
Had into my desperate arms,—
When, casting but a single glance
Upon thy pale and prostrate charms,
I vow'd (though watching viewless o'er
Thy safety through that hour’s alarms)
To meet the ing sight no
Why have I broke that heart-wrung vow?
Why weakly, madly met thee now 1—
Start not—that noise is but the shock
Of torrents through von valley hurl'd—
Dread nothing here—upon this rock
We stand above the jarring world,
Alike beyond its hope—its dread—
In gloomy safety, like the dead!
Or, could even earth and hell unite
In league to storm this sacred height,
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Fear pothing, to-might,
Asd each o'erlooking star that dwells
Near God, will be thy sentinels j—
And, ere to-morrow’s dawn shail glew,
Back to thy sire—-»

o To-morrow!—ne—»
The maiden teream’d—e thou 1t never sea
To-morrow’s sun—death, desth will be
The night-cry through each recking tower,
Unless we fly, ay, fly this hour!
Thoa art betray d——some wresch who keew
That dreadfal glen's mysterions clew—
Nay, doubt Bot—by yom stars, 't is rat——
Hath sold thee t0 my vengeful sire;
This morning, with that smile so dire
He wears in joy, be told me all,
And stamp'd in riumph through sur ball,
As though thy heart already beat
Its last life-throb beneath his feet !

Good Beaven, how little dream'd | then
His victim was my own loved youth !
Fly—send—iet some one waich the glen—
By ali my hopes of Heaven “t is truth!»

Oh! colder than the wind that freeses
Founts, that but now in sunshine playd,
Is that ceagealing pang which seises
The trusting bosom, when betray'd.
He felt it—deeply felt—and stood,
As if thoe tale had frozen his blood,
8o mased and motionless was he;—
Like oac whess sudden spells enchant,
Or some mute, marble habitant
Of the still Halls of Ishmonte!*

But soom the painful chill was o'er,

And his great soul, herself once more,

Look'd from his brow in all the rays

Of ber best, happiest, grandest days!

Never, in moment most elate,

Did that high spirit loftier rise j—

While bright, serene, determinate,
His fooks are lifted to the skies,

As if the signal-lights of Face
Were shining in those awful eyes!

Tis eome—his bour of martyrdom

In Irea’s sacred cause is come;

And, though his life has pass'd away

Like lightning oo a stormy day,

Yet shall his death-hour leave a track
Of glory permament and bright,

To which the brave of after-times,

The suffering brave shall long look back
With proud regret,—and by its light
Watch through the hours of -hnryt nighl

For veng oa the opp

This rock, bis monument aloft,

Shall speak the tale to many an age;

And hither berds and heroes oft
Shall come in secret pilgrimage,

And bring their warrior sons, and tell

The wondering boys where Hafed fell,

? Por an seceunt of lshmonie, the petrified city in Upper Egype,
rheve it ie said there sre meny statwes of men, women, rte. 10 be ocon

© this duy, e Prast’s View of the Levent.

And swear them oa those lose remaine
Of their lost country's ancient fanes,
Never—while breath of life shall live
Withia them—aever to forgive

The sccursed race, whose ruthless chain
Hath left on Iran’s neck a stain

Blood, blood alone can cleanse agsin!

Sach are tha swelling thoughts that new
Eathrone themselves on Hafed's brow;
And ne'er did saint of Issa gaze*
On the red wreath, for martyrs twined,
More proudly than the youth surveys
That pile, which through the gloom behind,
Half lighted by the altar's fire,
Glimmers,—his destined funeral pyre!
Heapd by his own, his comrades’ hands,
Of every wood of odorous bresth,
There, by the FireGed's shrine it stands,
Ready to fold in radiant death
The few still left of those who swore
To perish there, when hope was o'er—
The few, to whom that couch of fame,
Which rescues them from bosds and shame,
Is sweet and welcome as the bed
For their own infant Prophet spread,
When pitying Hoaven to roses turnd
The death-i that b b him burn'd 12

With hfulness the maid d
His rapid glance, where'er it bends—
Why shoot his eyes such awful beams?
What plans he now ! what thinks or dreams?
Alas! why stands he musing here,
When every moment teems with fear?
« Hafed, my own beloved lord,»
She kneeling criecs—a first, last adored!
If in that soul thou'st ever felt

Half what thy lige impassion’'d swore,
Here, on my koees, that never knelt

To any but their God before,
1 pray thee, as thou lovest me, fly,

Now, now—ere yet their blades are nigh.
Ol haste—the bark that bore me hither
Can waft us o'er yon darkeniog sea

East—west—alas, I care not whither,

8o thou art safe, and I with thee!

Go where we will, this band in thine,
Those eyes before me smiling thus,

Through good and ill, through storm and shine,
The world 's a world of love for us!

On some calm, blessed shore we ‘Il dwell,

Where 'tis no crime to love 100 well;}—

Where thus to worship tenderly

An erring child of light like thee

Will not be sin—or, if it be,

Where we may weep our faults away,

Together koeeling, night and day,

Thou, for my sake, at Alla's shrine,

And I—at any God's, for thine!s

'V Josus.

® The Ghebers say thet when Abrahem, their great prophet, vas
throun inte the fire by order of Kimrod, the fame twracd instamtly
inte ¢ a bed of reses, where the child sweetly reposed.c—Tavmasizs.
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Wildly these passionate words she spoke—
Then hung her head, and wept for shame;
Sobbing, a3 if a heart-string broke
With every deep-heaved sob that came.

- While he, young, warm—oh! wonder not

If, for a moment, pride and fame,

His oath—his cause—that shrine of flame,
And Iran’s self are all forgot
For her whom at his feet he sees,
K 13, g in p hl g ~
No, blame him not, if Hope awhile
Dawn'd in his soul, and threw her smile
O'er hours to come—o'er days and nights
Wing'd with those precdious, pure delights
Which she, who bends all beauteous there,
‘Was born to kindle and to share!
A tear or two, which, as he bow'd

To raise the suppliant, trembling stole,
First warn'd him of this dangerous cloud

Of softness passing o'cr his soul.
Starting, he brush'd the drops away,
Unworthy o'er that cheek to stray;—
Like one who, on the morn of fight,
Shakes from his sword the dews of night,
That had but dimm'd, not staia'd its light.

Yet, though subdued the unnerving thrill,
Its warmth, its weakness linger'd still,
So touching in each look and tone,
That the fond, fearing, hopiog maid
Half counted on the flight she pray'd,
Half thought the hero's soul was grown
As soft, as yielding as her own,
And smiled and bless'd him, while he said,—
« Yes—if there be some happier sphere,
Where fadeless truth like ours is dear—
If there be any land of rest
For those who love and ne'er forget,
Oh ! comfort thee—for safe and blest
We'll meet in that calm region yet!»
Scarce had she time to ask her heart
If good or ill these words impart,
When the roused youth impatient flew
To the tower-wall, where, high in view,
A ponderous sea-horn * hung, and blew
A signal, deep and dreud as those
The storm-fiend at his rising blows.—
Full well his chieftains, sworn and truc
Through life and death, that signal knew;
For 't was the appoiated waraing-blast,
The alarm, to tell when hope was past,
And the tremendous death-die cast !
And there, upon the mouldering tower,
Hath hung this sea-horn many an hour,
Ready to sound o'er land and sea
That dirge-note of the brave and frce.

They came—his chieftains at the call
Came slowly round, and with them all—
Alas, how few!—the worn remains

Of those who late o'er Kerman's plains

1« The shell called Siiankos, common to India, Africa, and the Mc-
diterrancan, and still used in many parts as a trumpet for blowing
alarms or giviog sigsals: it sonds forth a deep and hollow sound .o —
Prasawr.

Went gaily prancing to the clash
Of Moorish zel and tymbalon,
Catching new hope from every flash
Of their long lances in the sun—
And, as their coursers charged the wind,
And the white ox-tails stream’d behind, *
Looking, as if the steeds they rode
Were wing'd, and every chief a God !
How fallen, how alter'd now! how wan
Each scarr'd and faded visage shone,
As round the burning shrine they came ;—
How deadly was the glare it cast,

As mute they paused before the flame
To light their torches as they pass'd !
°T was silence all—the youth had plann'd

The duties of his soldier-band ;
And each determined brow declares
His faithful chicftains well know theirs.

But minutes speed—night gems the skies—
And oh how soon, ye blessed eyes,
That look from heaven, ye may behold
Sights that will turn your star-fires cold!
Breathless with awe, impatience, hope,
The maiden sees the veteran group
Her litter silently prepare,
And lay it at her trembling feet ;—
And now the youth, with gentle care,
Hath placed her in the shelter'd seat,
And press'd her hand—that lingering press
Of hands, that for the last time sever ;
Of hearts, whose pulse of happiness,
When that hold breaks, is dead for ever.
And yet to her this sad caress
Gives hope—so fondly hope can err!
°T was joy, she thought, joy's mute excess—
Their happy flight's dear harbinger ;
T was warmth d
‘T was any thing but leaving her.

« Haste, haste!s she cried, « the clouds grow dark,
Rut still, ere night, we'll reach the bark ;
And, by to-morrow's dawa—oh bliss !—
With thee upon the sun-bright deep,
Far off, 1'll but remember this,
As some dark vaaish'd dream of sleep!
And thou——» but, ha !—he answers not—
Good Heaven !—and does she go alone ?
She now has reach’d that dismal spot,
Where, some hours since, his voice’s tone
Had come to soothe her fears and ills,
Sweet as the Angel Israfil’s,?
When every leaf on Eden’s tree
Is trembling to his mi lsy
* Yet now—oh now, he is not nigh—
« Hafed ! my Hafed !—if it be
Thy will, thy doom this night to die,
Let me but stay to die with thee,
Aund [ will bless thy loved name,
Till the last life-breath leave this frame.

1 o The Gnest ornament for the borses is made of siz large sj

taseals of long white bair, taken out of the taila of wild ones, that ot
10 be found ia some places of the Indies.» —Tasvewor.

* o The Angel Toratil, who bas the most melodions veice of o

—

God's creatares.e —Savs.
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Oh! let our lips, our cheeks be laid
But near each other while they fade;
Let us but mix our parting breaths,
And | can die ten thousand deaths !
You t00, who hurry me away
So cruelly, one moment stay—
Oh ! stay—one moment is not much,
He yet may come—for him | pray—
Hafed ! dear Hafed!—» all the way
In wild lamentings, that would touch
A heart of stone, she shriek’d his name
To the dark woods—no Hafed came —
No—bhapless pair—you ‘ve looked your last;
Your hearts should both have broken then:
The dream is o'er—your doom is cast—
You'll never meet on earth again!

Alas for him, who hears her cries!—
Still balfway down the steep be stands,
Watching with fix'd and feverish eyes
The glimmer of those burning brands,
That down the rocks, with mournful ray,
Light all he loves on earth away!
Hopeless as they who, far at sea,
By the cold moon have just consign'd
The corse of one, loved tenderly,
To the bleak flood they leave behind ;
And on the deck still lingering stay,
And long look back, with sad delay,
To watch the mooalight on the wave,
That ripples o'er that cheerless grave.
But see—he starts—what heard he then?
That dreadful shout ! —across the glen
From the land side it comes, and loud
Rings through the chasm ; as if the crowd
Of fearful things, that haunt that dell,
Its Gholes and Dives and shapes of hell
Had all in one dread howl broke out,
So loud, so terrible that shout!
« They come—the Moslems come !»—he cries,
His proad soul mountiog to his eyes,—
« Now, Spirits of the Brave, who roam
Enfraochised through yoa starry dome,
Rejoice—for souls of hindred fire
Are on the wing to joia your choir!»
He said—and, light as bridegrooms bound
To their young loves, reclimb’d the steep
And gain'd the shrine—his chiefs stood round—
Their swords, as with instinctive leap,
Together, at that cry accurst,
Had from their sheaths, like sunbeams, barst.
And hark !—again—again it rings ;
Near and more near its echoings
Peul through the chasm—oh! who that then
Had seen those listening warrior-men,
With their swords grasp'd, their eyes of flame
Turn'd on their Chief—could doubt the shame,
The indignant shame with which they thrill
To hesr those shouts and yet stand still?

He read their thoughts—they were his own—
« What! while our arms can wield these blades,
Shall we die tamely? die alone?
Without one victim to our shades,
One Moslem heart where, buried deep,
The sabre from its 10il may sleep?

Ro—God of Iran’s burning skies'

Thou scorn’st the inglorious sacrifice.
No—though of all earthi’s hope bereft,
Life, swords, and vengeance still are left.

" We’ll make yon valley's recking caves

Live in the awestruck minds of men,
Till cyrants shudder, when their slaves

Tell of the Gheber's bloody glen.
Follow, brave hearts '—this pile remains
Our refuge still from life and chains;
But his the best, the holiest bed,

Who sinks entomb'd in Moslem dead'»
Down the precipitous rocks they sprung,
Wlile vigour, more than human, strung
Each arm and heart.—The exulting foe
Still through the dark defiles below,
Track'd by bis torches’ lurid fire,

Wound slow, as through Golconda's vale *
The miglhity serpent, in his ire,

Glides on with glittering deadly trail.
No torch the Ghebers need—so well
They know each mystery of the dell,

So oft have, in their wanderings,
Crosed the wild race that round them dwell,

The very tigers from their delves
Look out, and let them pass, as things

v/ d and fearlcss like th ives!

There wus a deep ravine, that lay

Yet darkling in the Moslem’s way;—

Fit spot to make invaders rue

The many fallea before the few.

The torrents from that morniog's sky
Had 61I'd the narrow chasm breast-high,
Aud, on each side, aloft and wild,

Huge cliffs and toppling crags were piled,
The guards, with which young Freedom lines
The pathways to her mountain shrines.
Here, at this pass, the scanty band

Of Iran's last avengers stand—

Here wait, in silence like the dead,

Aad listen for the Moslem’s tread

So anxiously, the carrion-bird

Above them flaps his wing uaheard !

They come—that plunge into the water
Gives signal for the work of slaughter.
Now, Ghebers, now—if c'er your blades

Had point or prowess, prove them now—
Woe to the file that foremost wades!

They come—a falchion greets each brow,
And, as they tumble, trunk on trunk,
Beneath the gory waters sunk,

Still o'er their drowning bodies press
New victims quick and numberless ;
Till scarce an arm in Hufed's band,

80 fierce their toil, huth power to stir,
But listless from each crimson hand

The sword hangs, clogg'd with massacre.
Never was horde of tyrants met
With bloodier welcome—never yet
To patriot vengeance hath the sword
More terrible libations pour'd!

1 See Rooss upea the story of Sinbed.
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All up the dreary, long ravine,
By the red murky glimmer seen
Of half-qurach’d brands, that o'er the flood
Lie scatter'd round and burn in blood,
What ruin glares! what carnage swima!
Heads, blazing turbans, quivering limbs,
Lost swords that, dropp'd from many a hand,
In that thick pool of slaughter stand,—~
Woretches who wading, half on fire

From the toss'd brauds that round them fly,

“Twixt flood and flame in shricks expire ;—

And some who, grasp'd by those that die,
Sink woundless with them, smother'd o'er
In their dead brethiren's gushing gore!

RBut vainly hundreds, thousands hleed,
Siill hundreds, thousands more succeed ;—
Countless as towards some flame at night
The North's dark insects wing their flight,
And quench or perish in its light,
To this terrific spot they pour—
Till, bridged with Moslem bodies o'er,
It bears aloft their slippery tread,
And o'er the dying and the dead,
‘Tremendous causeway! on they pass.—
Then, hapless Ghebers, then, alas,

What hope was left for you ? for you,
‘Whose yet warm pile of sacrifice
Is smoking in their vengeful eyes—

‘Whose swords how keen, how fierce they knew,

And burn with shame to find how few.
Crush’'d down by that vast multitade,
Some found their graves where first they stood ;
While some with bardicr struggle died,
And still fought on by Hafed's side,
Whia, fronting to the foe, trod back
Towards the high towers his gory track ;
And, as a lion, swept away

By sudden swell of Jordan's pride
From the wild covert where he lay, *

Long battles with the o'erwhelming tide,
So fought he back with fierce delay,
And kept both foes and fate at bay.

But whither now ? their track is lost,

Their prey escaped—guide, torches gone—
By torrent-beds and labyrinths crost,

The scatter'd crowd rush blindly on—
«Curse on those tardy lights that wind,»
They panting cry, «so far behind—

Oh for a blood-hound's precious scent,
To track the way the Gheber went !»
Vain wish—confusedly along

They rush, more desperate as more wrong :
Till, wilder'd by the far-off lights,

Yet glittering up those gloomy heights,
Their footing, mazed and lost, they miss,
And down the darkling precipice

Are dash'd into the deep abyss;—

Or midway hang, impaled on rocks,

A banquet, yet alive, for flocks

Y ¢ Ja this thicket, upon the Laoke of the Jordan, several sorts of
wild beasts are wont to Larboar themsalves, whose being washed out
of the covert by the overflowings of the river gave occasion to that al-

of Jeremiab, Ae shall come up like a lion from the swelling of
e—Maunsausi's Lleppo.

Of ravening vultures,—while the dell
Re-echoes with each horrible yell.

Those sounds—the last, to vengeance dear,
That e'er shall ring in Hafed's ear,~
Now reach'd him, as aloft, alane,
Upon the stecp way breathless thrown,
He lay beside his reeking blade,
Resign'd, as if life's task were o'er,
Tts last blood-offering amply paid,

And Iran’s self could claim no mere.
One only thought, one lingering beam
Now broke across his diszy dream
Of pain and weariness—'t was she

His heart's pure planet, shining yet
Above the waste of memary,

When all life's other lights were set.
And never to his mind before
Her image such enchantment wore.

It scem'd as if each thought that stain'd,

Each fear that chill'd their loves was past,
And not one cloud of earth remain'd

Between him and her glory cast;~—

As if to charms, before so bright,

New grace from other worlds was given,
Aund his soul saw her by the light

Now breaking o'er itself from heaven'

A voice spoke ncar him—'t was the tone
Of a loved friend, the only one
OF all his warriors left with life
From that short night's tremendous strife.—
« And must we then, my Chief, dig here—
Foes round us, and the Shrine so peart»
These words have roused the last remains
Of life within him—« what! not yet
Beyond the reach of Moslem chainsts—
The thought could make even Death forget
His icy bondage—with a bound
He springs, all bleeding, from the ground,
And grasps his comrade’s arm, now grown
Even feebler, heavier than his own,
And up the painful pathway leads,
Death gaining on each step he treads.
Speed them, thou God, who heard'st their vow!
They mount—they bleed—oh save them naw—
The crags are red they've clamber'd o'er,
The rock-weed 's drippiug with their gore—
Thy hlade too, Hafed, false at length,
Now breaks b. h thy ing
Haste, haste—the voices of the foe
Come near and nearer from below—
One effort morc—thank Heaven! ‘tis pass,
They ve gain'd the topmost steep at last.
And now they touch the temple's walls,
Now Hafed sees the Fire divine—
When, lo!—his weak worn comrade falls
Dead on the threshold of the Shrine.
«Alas, brave soul, too quickly fled}
And must I leave thee withering here,
The sport of every ruffian’s tread,
The mark for every coward's spear?
No, by yon altar's sacred beama!»
He cries, and, with a strength (hat seems
Not of this world, uplifts the frame
Of the fallen chief, and towards the flame

b B I PR



&

LALLA ROOKH.

49

Beals kim aloag ;—with deatb-damp Land
The corpse upoa the pyre ke lays,
Thes lights the consecrated brund,
And fires the pile, whose sudden blase,
Like lightning bursts o'er Oman’s Sea.—
« Now Freedom's God! [ come 10 thee,»
The yoath exclaims, and with a smile
Of triumph vaulting on the pile,
In that last effort, ere the fires
Have harm'd one glorious limb, expires!

‘What shriek was that on Oman's tide?
It came from yonder drifting bark,
That just has canght upon her side
The deathdight, and again is dark.
It is the boat—ah, why delay'd ! —
That bears the wretched Moslem maid; .
Coafided to the watchfal care
Of a small veteran band, with whom
Their gemerous Chicfiain would not share
The secret of his final doom ;
Bat hoped when Hinda, safe and free,
‘Was render'd to ber father’s eyes,
Their pardon, ful! and prompt, would be
The raosom of so dear a prize.—
Usconscions, thus, of lafed's fate,
Axnd proud to guard their beauteous freight,
Scarce had they clear'd the surfy waves
That foam around those frightful caves,
When the curst war-whoops, known so well,
Came echoing from the distant dell—
Sadden each oar, upheld and still,
Huog drippin} o'er the vessel's side,
And, driving at the curreat’s will,
They rock'd along the whispering tide,
While every eye, in male dismay,
Was toward that fatal mountain tum'd,
‘Where the dim altars quivering ray
As yet all lone and tranquil burn'd.

Oh! 't is not, Hinda, in the power
Of Fancy's most terrific touch

To paint'thy pangs in that drcad hour—
Thy silent agony—'t was such

As those who feel could paint too well,

But none e'er felt and lived to tedl!

T was not alon< the dreary state

Of a lorn spirit, crush'd by fate,

When, though no more remains to dread,
The panic chill will oot depart;—

When, though the inmate Hope be dead,
Her ghost still haunts the mouldering heart.

No—pl , hopes, affectioas gone,

The wreich may bear, and yetdive on,

Like things within the cold rock found

Alive, when all 's congeal'd aronnd.

But there ‘s a blank repose in this,

A calm stagnation, that were bliss

To the keen, burning, barrowing pain,

Now felt through all thy breast and brain—

That spasm of terror, mute, intense,

That breathless, agonised suspense,

From whose hot throb, whose deadly aching

The heart hath no relief but breaking!

Calm is the wave—Heaven's brilliant lights

Refiected dance beneath the prow ;—

« Time was when, on such lovely nights,
¢  She who is there, so desolate now,
Could sit all cheerful, though aloae,

Aund ask no happier joy than seeing
That star-light o'er the waters thrown—
Ko joy but that to make her blest,

And the fresh buoyant sense of Being
That bounds in youth's yet careless bremst,—*
Itself a star, not borrowing light,

But in its own glad essence bright.
How different now!—but, hark, again
The yell of havoc rings—brave mea!

In vein, with beating hearts, ye stand
On the bark’s edge—in vain each band
Half deaws the falchion from its sheath;

All’s o'er—in rust your blades may ke;
He, at whoss word they ‘ve scatter'd death,

Evea now, this sight, himeelf must die!
Well may ye look to yon dim tower,

And ask, and dering guess what
The battle-cry at this dead hour—

Ah! she could tell you—she, who leans
Unbeeded there, pale, sank, aghast,

With brow against the dew<cold mast—

Too well she knows—Ler more than life,
Her soul’s first idol and its last,

Lics bleeding in that murderous strife.

Bat see—what moves upon the beight?
Some signal '—'t is a torch's light.
What bodes its solitary glare?
In gasping silence toward the shrine
All eyes are turn'd—thine, Hinda, thine
Fix their last failing life-beams there.
T was but a moment—fierce and high
The death-pile blazed into the sky,
And far away o'er rock and flood
Its melancholy radiance sent ;
While Hafed, like a vision, stood *
Reveal'd before the burning pyre,
Tall, shadowy, like a Spirit of Fire
Shrined in its own grand element !
« T is he!s»—the shuddering maid exclaims,—
But, while she speaks, be's seen no more; -
Righ burst in air the funeral flames,
And Iran’s hopes and hers are o'er!

Oune wild, heart-broken shrick she gave—
Then sprung, as if to reach the blase,
Where still she fix'd her dying gase,
And, gazing, sunk into the wave,—
Deep, deep, —where never care or pain
Shall reach her innocent heart again!

Farewell—farewell to thee, Araby's daughter !
(Thus warbled a Peri beneath the dark sea)—

No pearl ever lay, under Oman's grean water,
More pare in its shell than thy spirit ia thee.

Oh! fair as the sea-flower close to thee growing,
How light was thy heart till Love's witchery came,
7
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Like the wind of the south® o'er a summer luto blowing,
And hush'd all its music and wither'd its frame!

But long, upon Araby's greea sunny higblands, .
Shall maids and their lovers remember the doom

OF her, who lies sl g the Pearl Island
‘With nought but the seastar 310 light up her tomb.

Aund still, when the merry dateseason is burning,

And calls to the palm-groves the young and the old,?
The happiest there, from their pastime returniog,

At sunset, will weep when thy story is told.

The young village maid, when with flowers she dresses
Her dark flowing haic for some festival day, .

Will think of thy fate till, neglecting her tresses,
She mournfully turns from the mirror away.

Ncr shall Iran, beloved of her hero! forget thee,—
Though tyrants watch over Lier tears as they start,

Close, close by the side of that hero she 'll set thee,
Embalm'd in the innermost shrine of her heart.

Farewell—be it onrs to embellish thy pillow
With every thing heauteous that grows in the decp;
Each Hower of the rock and each gem of the billow
Shall sweeten thy bed and illamine thy sleep.

Around thee shall glisten the loveliest amber,
That ever the sorrowing sea-bird has wept ;¢

With many a shell, in whose hollow-wreathed chamber,
We, Peris of Ocean, by moonlight have slept.

We'll dive where the gardens of coral lie darkling,
And plant all the rosiest stems at thy head ;

We'll seek where the sands of the Caspian® are sparkling,
And gather their gold to strew over thy bed.

Farcwell—farewell—until Pity's sweet fountain
Is lostin the hearts of the fair and the brave,
They It weep for the Chieftain who died on that moun-
tain,
They 'll weep for the Maiden who slecps in this wave.

The singular placidity with which Fadladeen had
listened, during the latter part of this obnoxious story,
surprised the Princess and Feramorz exceedingly ; and
even inclived towards him the hearts of these unsuspi-
cious young persons, who little knew the source of a
complacency so marvellous. The truth was, he had
been organizing, for the last few days, a most notable
plan of persecution against the poet, in consequence of
some passages that had fallen from him on the sccond

! « This wind (the Samoor) so softens the strings of lutes, that they
cam never be tuned while it lasts.s —Srarnen’s Persia.

? « One of the greatest curiosities found in the Persian Gulf is a Gab
which the Baglish call Star-Fish. 1t is circalar, and at night very lu-
minous, resembling the full moon surronuded by rays.o—~Miaza Aso
Tacss.

3 Forad of the of the d; , of their work,
their dances, and their return bome from the p.l-urovn at the end
of autamu with the fraits, sce Kuurrsa, 4manitat. Exot.

4 Some mataralists have imagined that amber is a concretion of the
tears of birds. —See Tazvour, Craussas.

® o The bay Kieselarke, wlhich is otherwise called the Golden Bay,
the sand wbercof shines as licr.o —Stamr.

evening of recital,—which appearcd to this worthy
Chamberlain to contain language and principles, for

.which nothing short of the summary criticism of the

Chabuk* would be advisable. It was his intention,
therefore, immediately on their arrival at Cashmere,
to give information to the King of Bucharia of the very
dangerous senti of his 1; and if, unfortu-
nately, that monarch did not act with suitable vigour
on the occasion (that is, if he did not give the Chabuk
to Feramorz, and a place to Fadladeen), there would be
an end, he feared, of all lcgitimate government in Ba-
charia. He could not help, however, auguring better
both for himself and the cause of potentates in general;
and it was the pleasure arising from these mingled an-
ticipations that diffused such unusual satisfaction
through his features, and made his eyes shine out, like

.| poppies of the desert, over the wide and lifeless wilder-

ness of that countenance.
Haviog decided upon the poct's chastisement in this
, he thought it but h ity to spare him the
minor torfures of criticism. Accordingly, when they
asscmbled next evening in the pavilion, and Lala
Rookh expected to see all the beauties of her bard melt
away, ouc by one, in the acidity of criticism, like peark
in the cup of the Egyptian Queen,—he agreeably disap-
poioted her by merely saying, with an ironical smile,
that the merits of such a poem deserved to be tried at
a much higher tribunal ; and then suddenly passing off
into a panegyric upon all Mussulman sovereigns, more
particularly his august and imperial master, Aurung-
zebe,—the wisest and best of the descendants of Timar,
—who, amongother great things he had done for man-
kind, had given to him, Fadladeen, the very profitable
posts of Betel-Carrier and Taster of Sherbets to the
Emperor, Chief Holder of the Girdle of Beaatifal
Forms,? and Graud Nazir, or Chamberlain of the
Haram.

They were now not far from that forbidden river,}
beyond which no pure Hindoo can pass; and were re-
posing for a time in the rich valley of Hussun Abdaal,
which had alwnys been a favourite resting-place of the
cmperors in their 1 i to Cast
Here often had the Light of the !-‘auh Jehanguire, van-
dered with his beloved and beautiful Nourmahal ; and
here would Lalla Rookh have been huppy to remain for
ever, giving up the throne of Bucharia and the world,
for Feramorz and love in this sweet lonely valley. The
time was now fast approaching when she must see him :
no longer,—or see him with eyes whose every look be-
longed to another; and there was a melancholy pre-
ciousness in these last moments, which made her heart
cling to them as it would to life. During the lagter
part of the journey, indeed, she had sunk into a deep
sadness, from which nothing but the presence of the
young minstrel could awake her. Like those lamps i
tombs, which only light up when the air is admitted,
it was only at his approach that her eyes became smiling
and animated. But here, in this dear valley, every mo-

! « The spplication of whips or rods.—Dusots.

* Kaurrsa mentions such an officer smong the attendann of e
King of Persis, and callshim « forme corporis estimator.e His bov-
ness was, at stated periods, Lo measure the ladies of the Tiarmm by
sort of regulation-girdle, whose limits it was mot thoughe gracefel »
ewceed. 1M any of them outgrew this standard of shape, they vow
reduced by abstinence till they came withia ite bounds.

3 The Attock,
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ment was an age of pleasure ; she saw him all day, and
was, therefore, sll day happy,—resembling, she often
thought, that people ot Zinge, who attribute the un-
fading cheerfulness they enjoy to one genial star that
rises nightly over their heads.*

The whole party, indeed, seemed in their Liveliest
mood during the few days they passed in this delightful
solitude. The young d: of the Pri who
were hereallowed a freer range than they could safely be
indualged with in a less sequestered place, ran wild among
the gardens,and bounded through the meadows, lighdy
as young roes over the aromatic plains of Tibet. While
Fadladeen, besides the spiritual comfort he derived
from a pilgrimage to the tomb of the saint from whom
the valley is named, had opportunities of gratifying, in a
small way, his taste for victims, by putting; to death
some hundreds of those unfortunate little lizards,
which all pious Mussulmans make it a point to kill;—
taking for granted, that the manner in which the crea-
ture hangs its bead is meant as a mimicry of the atti-
tude in which the faithful say their prayers.

About two miles from Hussun Abdanl were those
royal gardens, which had grown beautiful uuder the
care of 5o maoy lovely eyes, and were beautiful still,
though thosc eyes could see them no longer. This place,
with its flowers and its holy silence, interrupted only
by the dipping of the winys of birds in its marble
basing filled with the pure water of those hills, was to
Lalla Rookh all that her heart could fancy of fragrance,

iness, and al b ly quillity. As the
Prophet said of Damascus, «it was 100 delicious ;»—
and here, in listening to the sweet voice of Feramorz,
or reading in his eyes what yet he never dared to tell
ber, the most exquisite moments of her whole life
were passcd. One evening, when they had been talk-
ing of the Sultana Nourmahal,—the Light of the
Haram,> who had so often wandered among these
tlowers, and fed with her own baods, in those marble
basins, the small shining fishes of which she was so
fond,3—the youth, in order to delay the moment of
separation, proposed fo recite a short story, or rather
rhapeody, of which this adored Sultana was the he-
roine. Mt related, be said, to the reconcilement of a
sort of lovers’ quarrel, which took place between her
and the Emperor during a Feast of Roses at Cashmere;
and wouwld remind the Princess of that difference
between Haroun-al-Raschid and his fair mistress Ma-
rida, which was so happily made up by the soft strains
of the musician, Moussali. As the story was chielly
to be told in song, and Feramorz bad unluckily for-
gotien Lis own lute in the valley, be borrowed the
vina of Lalla Rookl's liule Persian slave, und thus
began:—

THE LIGHT OF THE HARAM.

Wno has not heard of the Vale of Cashmere,
With its roses, the brightest that earth ever gave, ¢

! The star Sobeil, or Canopus.

3 Nowrmahal sigaifies Light of the Harsm. She was afterwards
called Noarjehan, or the Light of the World.

3 See note, p. fo.

4 » The rese of Kashmire, for its brilliancy and delicacy of odour,
kas long been proverbial in the Eaot.c —Fosstes.

Its temples, and grottos, and fountains as clear
As the lovedighted cyes that hang over their wave?

Ohb! to see it at sunsct,—when warm o'er the lake
Its splendour at parting a summer eve throws,
Like a bride full of blushes, when lingering to take
A last look of her mirror at night ere she goes!—
When the shrines through the foliage are gleaming half
shown,
And each hallows the hour by some rites of its own.
Here the music of prayer from a mioaret swells,
Here the Magian his urn full of perfume is swingiog,
And here, at the altar, a zone of sweet bells
Round the waist of some fair Indiau dancer is ringing. *
Or to see it by light,—when mellowly shines
The light o’er its palaces, gardens and sbrines;
Whea the water-falls gleam like a quick fall of stars,
And the nightingalc's hymn from the lsle of Cheuars
Is broken by laughs and light echoes of fect
From the cool, shining wulks where the young people
meet:—
Or at morn. wheu the magic of daylight awakes
A new wonder cach minute, as slowly it breaks,
Hills, cupolas, fountains, call'd forth every one
Out of darkaess, as they were just born of the Sun,—
Whea the Spirit of Fragrauce is up with the day,
From his Haram of vight-flowers stealing away;
And the wind, full of wantonness, woos like a lover,
The young; aspen-trees ? till they tremble all over.—
When the east is as warm as the light of first hopes,
And Day with bis banner of radiance unfurld,
Shines in through the mountainous? portal shat opes,
Sublime, from that valley of bliss to the world!

But never yet, by night er day,

In dew of spring or summer’s ray,

Did the sweet Valley shine so gay

As now it shines—all love and light,

Visions by day and feasts by night!

A happier smile illumes each brow,
With quicker spread cach heart uncloscs,

Aud all is ecstacy,—for now
The Valley holds its Feast of Roses. §

That joyous time, when plcasures pour

Profuscly round, and in their shower

Hearts open, like the Season’s Rose,—
The flowret of a hundred leaves, $

Expanding while the dew-fall flows,
And every leaf its balm reccives!

‘T was when the hour of eveuing came
Upon the Lake, serene and cool,

When Day had hid his sultry tlame
Behind the palms of Baramonle: ¢

When maids began to lift theic heads,

Refresh'd, from their embroider'd beds,

' o Tied round her waist the some of bells, that sonaded with ra-
vishing melody.c —Song of Jayadeva.

3 o The little isles in the Lale of Cachemire are set with arbours
and large-lcaved aspen-irees, slender and tall.e —Baamisa.

1 o The Tuct §
thig bill, forms cne side of & grand portal to the Lake.s —Fonsrua.

4 o The Feast of Roses continues the whole time of their remain-
ing in bloom.c —Sce Pizrao sz 1a Varss.

$ o Gul sad berk, the Rose of 2 hundred leaves.
ticulsr species,e—Ovenrar.

¢ Deruicr.

1 belicre a par-
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Where they had slept the sun away,
And waked to moonlight and to play.
All were abroad—the busicst hive
On Bela's * hills is less alive
When saffron beds are full in flower,
Than look'd the Valley in thut hour.
A thousand restless torches play'd
Through every grove and island shade;
A thousand spurkling lamps were set
On every dome and minaret;
And fields and pathways, far and near,
Were lighted by a blaze so clear,
That you could see, in wandering round,
The smallest rose-lcaf on the ground.
Yet did the maids and matrons leave
Their veils at home, that brilliant eve;
And there were glancing eyes about,
And cheeks, that would not dare shine out
In open day, but thought they might
Look lovely then, because 't was night!
And all were free, and wandering,
And. all exclaim'd to all they met
That never did the summer bring
So gay a Feast of Roses yet:—
The moon had never shed a light
So clear as that which bless'd them there ;
The roses ne'er shone balf so bright,
Nor they themselves look'd half so fair.
And what a wilderness of flowers!
It seem’d as though from all the bowers
And fairest fields of all the year,
The mingled spoil were scatter'd here.
The Lake, too, like a garden breathes
With the rich buds that o'er it lic,—
As if a shower of fairy wreaths
Had fallen upou it from the sky!
And then the sounds of joy,—the beat
Of tabors and of dancing feet;—
The minaret-cryer's chaunt of glee
Sung from his lighted gallery, 2
And answered by a ziraleet
From neighbouring Haram, wild and sweet ;—
The merry laughter, echoing
From gardens, where the silken swing
Wafts some delighted girl above
The top leaves of the orange grove ;
Or, from those infant groups at play
Among the tents3 that line the way,
Flinging, unawed by slave or mother,
Handfuls of roses at each other!—
And the sounds from the Lake,—the low whispering
in boats,
As they shoot tk
of oars,
And the wild, airy warbling that every where floats
Through the groves, round the islands as if all the
shores

oht

h 10
0’ the o

™
L3t i 1]

;—the

! A place meationed in the Toosek Jehamgeery or Memoirs of
Jehanguire, where there is an account of the beds of saffron flowers
shout Cashmere.

? o It is the custom among the women to employ the Maazeen to
the gallery of the nearest minaret, which on that occa-
misated, and the women assembled at the bouse respond
at intervals with a ziraleet or joyous chorus.s —Russser.

3 o At the keeping of the Feast of Roses, we beheld an infinite
number of tents pitched, with sach a crowd of men, women, boys,
and girls, with music, dances,s ete. ctc.~Hasssar.

Like those of Kathay utter'd music, and gave

An answer in song to the kiss of each wave!*

But the gentlest of all are those sounds, full of fecling,
That soft from the lute of some lover are stealing,—
Some lover, who knows all the heart-touching power
Of a lute and a sigh ia this magical hour.

Oh! best of delights, as it every where is,

To be near the loved One,—whata raptare is his,
‘Who in moonlight and music thus sweetly may glide
O'er the Lake of Cashmere, with that One by his side!
If woman can make the worst wilderness dear,

Think, think whata heaven she must make of Cashmere!

So felt the magnificent son of Acbar,?

When from power and pomp and the trophies of war
He flew to that Valley, forgetting them all

With the Light of the Haram, his young Nourmahal.
When free and uncrown'd as the conqueror roved

By the banks of that Lake, with his only beloved,

He saw, in the wreaths she would playfully snatch
From the hedges, a glory his crown could not match,
And preferr'd in his heart the least ringlet that curld
Down her exquisite neck to the throne of the world!

There's a beauty for ever unchangingly bright,

Like the long, sunny lapse of a summer day's light,
Shining on, shining on, by no shadow made temdur,
Till love falls asleep in its sameness of splondomnt.
This was not the beauty—oh! nothing like this
That to young Nourmahal gave such magic of blis;
But that loveliness, ever in ion, which plays
Like the light upon autumn's soft shadowy dny-.
Now here and now there, giving warmth as it thies
From the llps to the cheek, from the cheek to the q& !
Now melting in mist and now breaking in gleasms,
Like the glimpses a saint hath of heaven in his dreams!
When pensive, it scem'd as if that very grace,

That charm of all others, was born with her face,
And when angry,—for even in the tranquitlest climes
Light breczes will ruffle the blossoms sometimes—
The short, passing anger but scem'd to awaken

New beauty, like flowers that are sweetest when shakes.
If tenderness touch'd her, the dark of her eye 1
At once took a darker, a heavenlier dye,

From t